TO HER 


GRACE the DuTcntss 


O F 


MARLBOROUGH. 


MADAM, 


SAX naturally to claim the Pa- 
223 tronage ofa Lady, for which 
ES Reaſon no true Engliſhman 
—_— will wonder that the firſt 

Perſon who occurred to my 
Thoughts on this occaſion ſhould be the 


Con fe) nat following Play ſeems 


Not 


The Dedication. 


Not all the Security we enjoy by oor 
ſafe and honourable Peace, can make us 
unmindful of the Gratitude we owe to 
your Name. All the Bleſſiags which have 
been procured for us by our late Treaties, 
are not greater, than what might have 
ben expected from the long Courſe of 
the Dake of Marlboroygh's Victories. 


If we are at leiſure to cultivate the 
Politer Arts, if our Trade flouriſhes, if 
our Credit riſes both at Home and A- 
broad, if we have obtained a general 
Peace for our Allies, if the Catalns are 
obliged to us for our Protection, the Ger- 
mans ſor our Faith, and the French for 
our Generolity ; who could have promi- 
ſed to themſelves leſs Honours and Ad- 
vantages for their Country, from the ma- 
ay Glorious Campaigns and uninterrupted 
Succeſies of our late Great General. 


[t has been often obſerved, that when 
the French have been worſted in the Field 
they have ſaved themſelves by Treaties ; 
but ſuch are the conſummate Abilities of 
our preicat Miniſters, that the World is 
as much aſtoniſh'd at their Negotiations; 

= 


The Thain 


1S it was before at the Duke of Marlbs- 
rough's Conquelts. | 


There are iadeed too many among us, 
who are apt to be affrighted at every 
thing that ſeems to threaten our Religion 
and Liberties; but why ſhould private 
Men belicve themſelves in any Danger 
from the Pretender, when the Govern- 
ment is not apprehenſive of it ? But this 
is certain, we have leſs Reaſon to be ſo, 
while He is ſtill living who has ſo often 
defeated the Ambition of France, and 
broken its beſt concerted Meaſures. 


Among the many eminent Virtues 
which | might here take occaſion of ce- 
lebrating in your Grace, 1 ſhall only ſingle 
out that which | believe your Grace will 
be moſt delighted to hear mentioned, I 
mean that truly conjugal Friendſhip and 
AﬀeRion with which you accompany this 
Great Man in His Abſence from His na- 
tive Country, and ſhare with him ia all 
the Cares and Inquietudes his Extraordi- 
nary Merit has brought upon him. 


That 


The Dedication. 


That You may have many Years in re- 
ſerve for your own mutual Happineſs 
as well as for your Country's Good, i: 
the hearty Defire of every honeſt Man. 
and particularly of, Madam,- 


Yar GR ACE's 


Moſt Obedient and 


Moſt Humble Servant, 


SLY HE following Tzxaczpy was 
9 1p Originally Written in French by 
AB the celebrated Monſieur Ra- 
cine, whoſe Maſter-Piece it is juſtly ac- 
counted ; and having been tranſlated 
into En gliſh, with conſiderable Addi- 
tions, _ Mr. Boy#rs, and paſs'd the 
Correftion and Approbation of the late fa- 
mous Mr. Drrpen, and ſeveral other 
Perſons diſtinguiſh'd as well by their 
Wit and Learning, as by their Taffe and 
Diſcerament, was ated with general 

plauſe, towards the End of the Year 
1699, and Beginning of 1700. The 
Reaſons why this Excelient Pr ar ſtop, 
on a ſudden, in a full Career, are, in 
ſome Meaſure, accounted for in Mr. 
BoyeR's Preface; To which he might 
A 2 have 


Advertiſement. 


have added, That the Dutcheſs of 
MaxLBOROUGH, Who at that Time bore 
an irreſiſtible Sway, beſpoke the Comedy 
thea in Yogue, during the Run of 
Iphigenia in Aulis,, And that this Tragedy 
receiv'd no ſmall Prejudice, from the Per- 
ſoa that acted Eriphile, who ſunk under 
the Weight of fo great a Part. 


This Trxaczpy having lain dormant 
for many Years, was lately revived, in 
the moſt IxrREGULarR MaNNER, that 
was ever known or prattiſed either on 
ParNassUs, by Prets ; or on the STAGE, 
by Acrors. The Town has already 
done Mr. Boyzr ſome Juſtice, by Diſ- 
covering the Impoſtion, and by Finding 
out, that the VICTIM was no other 
than Acxittes and IyniGreNnia 10 
AuLlis. The Publiſhing a S:coxp Ep1- 
Tion of this Play, (which was out of 
Print) is ſufficient to juſtify the Fudg- 
ment of the Publick, and vindicate 
Mr. Boyer's Right. But the manner ia 
which his Performance, and Himſelf, 
have been abuſed is ſo flagrant and i» 
jarious, that he deligns, in, few Days, to 
publiſh a ſhort DisstRTAaT1ON, on the 
PrxtSENT MANAGEMENT of the STAGE, 
Addreſſed ro My Lord CHANUIERLAIN, 


whereia he ſhall ſet in a true Light, 
the 


Advertiſement. 


the Pexnicious ConsrqQuBNcts of 
ſuch Unfair Praftiſes both of ſome Wri- 
ters and Players; and in particular, in- 
quire iato the Reaſon, Why Mr. Wilks 

eclined to revive, this very Tragedy, 
for the Entertainment of the Duke 
D'AumonrTt, who, by his Secretary 
Monſieur V Az»: NavaL, had Intimated 
to Mr. Boyer, his Deſire to ſee it repre- 
ſented; which Mr. Boyer ſignified to 
Mr. Wilks ? 


PLAGIARY 
O F 

Mr. BOTE Rs 

IPHIGENIA 


Ain is Racive's and Boyer's Labouring Wit ! 
The one Improving what the other Writ: 
Both fall a Sacrifice to thy Third- Day 
And Lovely Jpbigenia is thy Prey. 
Nor knows the Nimph if ſhe ſhould more deteft 
Calchas or Thee; the Pirate or the Prieſt ? 
Her ancient 7 'rs and Griefs, from him proceed 
Who brought -r to Diana's Shrine to bleed : 
But that She ...varns urpiried in her Woes, 
The Wretched Virgin to thy Dulneſs owes. 
Her Life alone was Wicked Calchas's Aim : 
Thou toucheft a yet tenderer Part, her Fame- 
Thy Thefe has all her Grace and Lufire ſoil'd ; 
Thou Srolef# the Beauty firſt, and after ſpoiP'd. 
So fares it with that deſperate Band, who live 
On Prey and Kapine, and by Injury thrive. 
Thoſe whom they Wrong, with Hatred they purſue, 
And not content to Kob, they Murder too. 


"ACHILLES: 


IPHIGENIA im AULIS. 


— 
YE ——— —_ " 


TRAGEDY. 


It is Acted at the Theatre Royal in 
Drury-lane. 


— oo — on. 5 


| Written by Mr. BOYER. 


_ Reitins Iliacum Carmen deducis in aitus, 
5 Quam | proferres tonota indittaque prins. 


Horat. Art. Poet. 


LONDON. 


Printed for Tho. Bennet, at the Half-moon in 
St, Pauls Church-yard. 1 70 0. 


Perſons Repreſented. 


Tie M E N. 


Ae amemnon, King of the Argos, Ge- 
neral of the Grectians, in their Ex» 
pedition againlt 7 roy. 

Achilles, in Love with Tphigenia. 

Uhjſes, | 

Arcas, Conhdent to Agamemnon, 

Euarybates, Captain of the King's Guards, 

Calchas, The High Prieſt, 


The WOME N, 


Cliytemneſlra, Wife to Agamemnon, 

Iphigeaia, Daughter to A7amemnon, 

Eriphile, Daughter to Theſens and Helena, 
Achill-s Priſoner, 

T-2iza, Woman 19 Clhytemmeſtra, 

Doric, Veman to «Eriphile, 


Mr, Wilk;. 


Mr. Powel, 
Mr. C ibber . 
Mr. Mz/ls, 
Mr. Toms. 
Mr. Cibber. 


Mrs. Kyieht 
Mrs. Rogers. 


Mrs. Wilkins. 


Mrs. Baker, 
Mrs, Boden. 


Women, Guards, Pricſts, and Attendants, 


| 
The SCENE the Grecian Camp at Aulis 


THE 


DEDICATION 


The Bcautitub and Ingenions D 1A MN A. 
Madam, 


Edications are grown ſo Modiſh, that a Play makes 
as il] a Figure without one, as a Bcau in the Sidc- 
Box without a long Wig. 

Yet I mult frecly own, that the greateit Trouble this 
Tragedy gave mc, was the fixing it on a proper Þcr- 
ſon to Patronizz it. 'Thoſe whole Merit entitles them 
to theſe ſoulema Addrelics, are generally unwillfng 

have their Names expos'd; and fuch who are mioir 

tond of ſeeing their Pedigrees, and Encomiums pretix'd 
to a Play, do commonly faſten upon the Poct tlic {cane 
dalous Charater of a vile Flatterer, 

One of my Fricads advis'd me te cfter this Picce to a . 
gtcat Lord ; but not being Secretary to his Miltrels, I was 
afraid of meeting with a cold Reception. Agether would 
perſuade me to Pedicate to a Courtter ; but I am cither tco 
Modelt or too Proud to appcar with a cringing Allurance 

* at a Levee; and too great a Lover of 1 ruti to commend a 
Fop in-Favour. Another would have me Addreſs to a 
Beau-Knight; bur he being lately broke at Bailet, an tis 
Taylor's and Perwig-maker's Bills coming thick upon h1m, 
I was unwilling to puc in for one among lt lis needy Ville 
tants, Laſtly, a fourth would have engag'd ime to make 
my Achiles and Iphigenta court ths thuiter of fone Rich 
Citizen; but my Mule was to9 atpiring ro proflitute Iyte 
lelt ro a Plubcian 

Thus having review'd all Patrons of all Ranxs, and m2 - 
wily conlider'd the {overal picitui Means Dy Whien tune 
Puts intruds into their Prutection, 1 Wai ndug'd, Ir hu 
ny Reaſons, t lay this "Tragedy oa fair Dieu vhrine, 

\ 8 ba'is, 


The DEDICATION, 


| Firſt of all, as aacient Poets tell us, the Greek Tphigenia 
owing its Preſervation to Dian in Antis, T hope the Perſon 
whe 1s Willing to borrow the Name of that Goddeſs, will 
lkewile receive the Exgliſh TIphizenia under her Patronage, 

Belides,by thus pretixing your feign'd Name tothis Play, 
{ ipare my {elf the trouble of a begging Vilit, and you 
the Sight of a Dunning Dedicator. 

Bur, Madam, the molt prevalent Motive with me 15, 
'Fhat 1 may commend you without being ſuſpeQted of A- 
aulation, 67 making your Modeſty uataly. I may treely 
prociaim tO the World, that you make Conquelts by your 
Bezuty, and {ccure them by your Wit ; that your Senle 
-quals your Wir, and that your good Humour 1s inferiour 
© neither. IT may boldly ſay, that you are freegwith 
Innocence; Modelt without AtﬀcCtation; and Virtuous 
without Pride, That at once you cominand Love and 
Rulpect; and that nothing ſurpaſſes che Charms of your 
Coaveriation, but your adinirabic way of Writing. 

Nay, I might take a greater Latitude with you than any 
oet ever did with his Patron, for I might rell you of your 
faults, 2nd reproxch your cruel Indifterence, not to ſay, . 
inZratitude, 1 nught confirm my conttant Love to you, 
and expoitulate your broken Promites of eternal Frienditip. 
| maight remind you of your Letters, without putting you 
the bluſh,or incurring my feltthe charge of 1ndiſcretion, 
TICS POTION can be more {ecret than what I now ſpeak 1n, 
LFUDIICE. 

A\ thele Advantages I figd in Dedicating to my charm- 
Sg 1D:aza,; and it the proves fo kind as to bleſs me once 
ure with her eadcaring Company, 1 will eſteem this E- 
putle berter rewarded than any I writ before. I remain 
it!) el the Sincerity of a Lover and a Poct. 


T% 
” 


Charmizyy DIANA, 


©: x; 8 DEtaty, £ tas Tour moſt devoted 
c, humble Servant. 
A. BOYER 
Inc 


THE 


PREFACE 


Oets, like moſt Lgaggy:, are aft to boaſt the Favours, or 
complain of A conr of ther Miſtreſs, the Town : 

For my part, I as: {90 d:[creer a Lover to 004, /, 448 t09 
noung a Poet to complain; and thy the Fir/ 7.10 of tht 
Play was but ſbort, yet 1 muſt own my ſelf obligd to t/s 
Civility of the Engliſh Nation ; for on this Occ altos TED YT 
02 many others, I found that the Imputattion of tein bf. 

pitable and rude to Strangers, which Horace charges on the 
proved reaches no hi; her than the Mob. 

Some of my Friends wonder'd that a Play which was act: 
with ſo much A /plavſe, ſhould ſtop /o ſoon in its career. 
The Reaſon of it 1s obvious : This Trageay came cut "pc 2 th: 
Nack of another of the ſame Name, which be tu7 the pinauck 
of a Giant-Wit, ard 4 Giant-Critick, /rke Horace" s Moun- 
Fain in Labour, had miſerably bali” « the Morla's Expeitation 
and mojt Pe: ple has ing been tir'd at Lincolns-Inn-Ficlds, 
did not care to venture ren Patience at Drury-lane, up 
08 & þ; oye "Yup "tion that ee Iwo . iphig Jenia's mee Mini 
«lthe : Vihereas 2 aiffer no teſs than a young, airy Vir0ln, 
H on a ftale, ani -iuated Mata, | 

Ana her difficalt this Play labour d under, was its bein” 
atea at a tine x; 4 the wiole Town was ſo much, «nd. [9 

;ſtly diverzed by the Trip to the Tubilee. A merry Enter- 
7h mon Rb 15 certurnly very empre; er 6 prepare the Taſtes of 
an 1: aience fo retifp rawve and fore 1413 1 rave, Js ſor ie Are 
nat nally anzry withfthoſe who would make us Woep, whe; 
we are in 4 {it of EUgHIAg. Tet rotw: Hjta, Ain? "all th-(e 
- Rn cies, Foy Tplu.genia has pleas'd the /eireſt Part 
of the Tow; Loves #u the Lies, and ve 489 gatu'd this Point, 
i ha "wy rr ths F, 

N w wits 1 call this Play min?, let ine not be thought 
J IVC 27:4 83 BO aj me the ion 61 the £ Wnty 14104} 
Whol} 


b 


| Tiz2 PREFACE. 


wie! to ry (of, The Subject of it is tal [70:6 Greek 


traced of at IP!QCS ; This Monſieur Racin e brow) t upon 
- , my JI.2ECN T0, the rot ' of t': JH. W o of 1 Er i] phile, 
acilies's Coir, which row bub Pict more fill a4. 
$1947 
[niet Ravine manar'd his Subjeft with a great ara! 


of NMajtery: His Ex; roffon; are fit: ani lofty ; Vis Sent ie 
eats n00't and VINtTONS ; his Paſſions moving and 9n 
tural; bas tires well manaz'd dra ſurpriziu z 798 wh. 
Prece rinnlar, The fjucceſs avnſu or extraorutary Per- 
ft,” NC ;, ! pHgeaia « it ber fr ſt Appearance on the Vrenci 
nv, drow (e115, and commanded Admiration both ſrom the 
Court 2418 1: City, for mary Months ſucceſſively ; and ſet 
\onſierr Vacins above the Level of aff French Tragick 


1he cieat ic / Racine's Iphigenia, azd the Eneo::- 
ment 1 KN [rom {ome \Perjon of 4 jo Diſcer:- 
1:e-.1, made me wentnrs to make he: apperr uf 072 an Eng- 
»lith / heaire; wm, whe: her. ſbe has gain'd ay l.7 an) Thiz 
'y bt nmev Leſs, I leave to the "Tui "$cions 10 etermin' 
ed. I can jay in bo ag Lo, {hat her eunwers arc e of 


anc lrpiar;, end ith + ſwe | 'reats Engliiih Ike & gertcel weil- 
br: Laty, aid not like 47: ae Fected, redantick Would-t 8 
W:t:. Bat in inhis. I muſt own my { Af of lig'd to my boncur's 


Ah. ELIT ; 1 Wt; TIFET Mlb. Cheek, to whous / ome {032 2 of 
f 13 ne 

; [meotheſs Line:, I wijp he had 2 greater ſhar? un tt 

az, for thiz: 1 am ſure the Ton would bave tk ©. 


- 
4 
y 
" - +4 53.4 
++ a #7 Ft 18 acal b F y P} . 


THE 


ROLOGUE-'.-Y 


Written by Tho, Greek, Eifq; 
©0/-2 by Mr. Powell. 


y MA TFullo tother Da) in Coun: il ſary 
/ Y WwWeure **rer "ny 1d anc l TRE Debate, b 
Findin? its Entcnmics i boy en. "caſe, 
To SilgciCe. i: m F or. "0 pet Keep the 1 ace, 
It was Pitol Gd 25 wil the Caule it fits, 
To Reinſo:ce his Repiment of VV its, 
Amons the relt, 11:2 Anttor of this Play 
ere takes h: 2? Þ Git, and 2 '1fers Th *0 —4 
He hopes to kees ut 109 with Reputation, 
And Rem tie Ti2 of Feily in the Nation. | 
"i hat's a hard Task —, and I'm airaid it tends | 
To make him lof: a>:mdance of his Friends : 
Tet tho* he has obtain'd a Priviledg?, 
;Jz would be very loath to Diloblige. | 
The Race of Fop; kis Satyr ne're will dive at, | $| 
i modeſtly they'll play the Fool in private. | 
But it they Itill appear in publick Places, | 
| 


Pr ——_—_ 


With faſiionable Nonſenſe and Grimaces 

te mult 20; !2t 'em {cape without De: fo N, 

i tiat were 1 Crime would forfeit hi: Commith nun 

Ver? in this 2;ay no Satvr will 4 1. TX : | 
Al that Jetierre it are in ſafety he 
From rea! +27 he drew this Pp; cco, | 
Eur ipides tie boaſt of ancient Greece 


And wondrous B:autics of cach comin? p Wene, [ 
With Vride he owns he borrow qd tiom a ;ne [ 
Then, ſince the Poers had fich gre: $u0cals | 
Why 114 ynt cus plealte you in an | Engl: els; j 
Yee they like tham the labour'd Scene he draws, | 


With juſt regard - the Dramatic Law's, | 
He'd not be thought of that vain-glorious Tr.':% 
Who their own Rules imperio! fly x retcr1>9, 
He better knows what to your Ta ilte is Gue, 
And wiites well, only when be | plealcs you 
_ Mule itn Nature's Majelly 2 appears, | 
he has no Sounds Tremendous to the its, | 
I it o2CQ more kh; ſhoulkl airempt to will | 


His Pai ihall Draw, your Palate ſhall Iwicics 


THE 


EPILOGUE 


Writtca by Mr. Aotteux, 


Spoken by Mr. Norris, 


"THE Deuce take Poet, Epilogue, and Play ' 
The Devil aIWord know I what . Pre to ſay, 

IWho'll mind his Cant ? An Audicice, - like a Lover, 

Logs to be gone ſoon as the Play is over, 

As {or Example —. 

Yea" mobb"d-up, civil, modeſt Velvet Faces 

1.ong to be Coach'd to more diverting Places, 

No: one would ſtay, tho' they but now [neak'd tn ; 

hen Aur Play ends, theirs always does begin. 

Aind Cull, and Miff ſteal out from th' Epilogae, | 

And merrier Scenes are atted at the Dog. 

Tou rahiſn Sparks in queit of Game run out, 

. Azad give or take the Covent-garden Gout. 

Ivur Student who but came to ſee the Play, 

II ith ſome Pit-Muſe his Talent would eſſay. 

Some at Baſſet long to encreaſe their Guineas, 

And leave 'em there, and then ſneak home like Ninnies. 

Tou Topers long to arink in ample Glaſſes 

Confuſion to dull Potts and pale Faces. 

Pur abyve all yond' City Fry would go, 

WWho cam? by Three to ſit op that Firſt Row. 

Poor Thinas ! 

They thought ere this that they might home have ſcutled, 

1verr Time's all {yeut, and all their Apples guttled, 

ihe Poet (if bs not quite Dead for Fear) 

Wozago to Wills [ncop. Pobſerve his Criticks there. 

Ycarce one wou'd jiay but that obliging Fry, 

Who about this ttme in our dark Paſſage þly, 

Yale Werches, Sharpers, Catterwawlins Sparks, 

Olz air'y Beauxg aid youn? Attornies Clerks, 

nee then your Buſineſs lyes another way, 

1 hope you have not 1 ime to damn the Play; 

Hut if you muſt, do i 0a the Poets Day. 


WY 


ACHILLES: 


O R, 


IPHIGENIA in AULIS. 


I RAGED Y: 


ACTI SCENE L 


A Camp near the Sea Shore. A Fleet at 4 arſtance, The 


Curtain viles and ailc covers Agamemnon with « Letiey 
in his Hm. 


Aram. RCAS, wit hoa! Arcas, awake: 
I hears me not: Sweet Sleep ſea'is faſt lis Evycs. 
He 15 no Kin 18, he 15 no wretched Fathc-, 
Who litally has promis'd his own Child, 
To be a bloody \ ictim to Ambition. 
Oh! Agamemnon. Thou haſt banilh'd Reſt \ 
For ever, ever banith'd Peace of Mind, 
To graty the ſhadow of a nughty Name. 
Firecas| | fav, what hoa ! Arcas. 
Enter Avrces. 
Arc. Great Sir, I come —-., But what concern 
Has rouz'd you trom your Bei betore te Morn ? 
There's ſcarce a glimmering Light to guide our St<p5 ; 
All Eyes but you:s and mine arc cloz'd in Alt. 
What! Has ſome we! com? noile difturb'd th is Air ? 
And are the Winds propitious ro our Willies : 


But, no = All eps: The Camy, ©: : Winds, and MNeptir; 
fgam, ON, Havypy : Vho contentuyu with his State, 
Free from tie Giudy Thialdem &f a Crown, 


Securely lives in an obicurs Retreat 
l; 


Achilles or Ipiigenia in Aut! 

FAS :( makes vou thus expoſtu!iieo with, Fate 
Ani hite i! of Honours, whi 'C ndulg:gc Hoaven 
With 4: th Bounty has beſtow'd on you 
A Crown ' the lcalt bleliing you enjoy. 
\ 047 On and Children both pr claim /0u Hippy 
Defcenicu on gach fide. from mighty fove, 
11, mos: tes you THI to all the Gov 


Nav, more —-———, That noble Youth make ont by Fatt 


' 0 Ur 4 . woe ti1at Will pals bal! iy 


he: | $f 'C: r Dauvt 491490 and 1 yr! }C 3 
BINUHSS © Majeis Lorch on apo s Troy. 


Wit Triw ph, + >*!, is like tha mpous ſhow 


: 4 
\ Fortune | ul Webs raife your Gio: y 
A t0uliad Sar] t a :ed with twet Ky King 
| il tor a Gilg, and your Command 


[15 tr ts tedious Calm retards your Conquelts 
F _ faree * Win, O I*11e7 . M17 W1Y 2) T7 } , 
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Achilles or Tphigenta 1n Aults, 
If rou'd obtain the Winds the Heavens Jeny 
f- Smog [phigemia —— 


. Youi Daughter. 


Azam, Amaz'd and SP eechle [>, ! for a wh. : | itood : 


My, Tremb!i N97 Sit C Il (| withi nmy\e 
Put when mv br roke n Voice built ouca Pat — he 
I ctuift thc Gods and vww a to viſobey, 
My tit refo Ive waz fo Wilms the Army, 
Wh. y U. yes homii 18 approv d, 
To !:; my raging Pa taks 1 
R. > Co no emrioving his perts Va ding Arrs, 
Hes laic betore 1 | the ties « t Th NO: . 
hoſe Troops and Princes WNUer my Commany, 
S2 Fagern Eft rg tared to be ours, 
1: chat is Talk Ambicion to a heig 

[3 Tia * Ti £ of the King 01 Kings, 
Flacter tl1s havohty weaknets of my Soul. 
Belides, the Gol's atfoon as gloomy 2 \ .ight, 
Began to Ivil my Cares in gentic Slumbers, 
With angry Dreams reproach'd my impious Fi:y, 
And threatn'd vengeance to my troubled Mind ; 
Witch Tears 1 yiclded and pronounc'd the Doom 
Ot my unhappy Daughte: —_— 
But now, What barbarous cunning Gd I uſe, 
To draw her from her Mothers render Armes' 
[ {ont ter r Or 's &Is ſO repair oO Aults : 
Pretending that Achilies preit to 80, 
Would wed my Daughter, c're we put to Sea 

Arc. But tear you not Achilles's boiling Rage? 
Think vou that unco::cern'd he il calmly les, 
t1:s Name abus'd to S2crifice his Love ? 

Agam, Achilles then had lett the Camp: To m:e 
His Father Pelezs's inſulting toes ; 
And all expected this new kinudled War, 
Would ior a while employ 1:3 carly Courage. 
Be what can ſtop this Heroes rapid courts * 

viules | ights and Triumphs @> hg rans 
And vying with the {wittelt Wings oi i F. me, 

iin'd laſt Night to join our WonC:ing A; N 


} 


, 
l 


Are And has he leamn'd what " nog attents his Bc 


ATM tis has n« 4 . 
Bui 114i a ſtronger motive holds my Arm 
uphier who with eager jov 4; pioac! ee, 
> racet a ionging Lover and a Father, 
(Liv kindeit Father as She may fitppole ) 
My Deaeuglucr mgets ingvitable Death. 
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Achilles, or Iphigenta in Aul::s. 
My Daughter! at that ſacred Name I ſhake 
Yer, tis not Blood alone endears her ro me, 
fer Love, her Piety, her gentle Nature, 
A thoufand blooming Virtues I regre:t. 
No, no, 111 ner pertorm the Sacrifice, 
22 is too 1ſt to own fo black 2 Dese.:, 
bc Pious I muſt difobey. 
6. r how can you recal your foizmn Pro mi ile 2 
ofa) [hy Z:al and Prudence muſt pertorm that T 145 * 
4 +. : Q:2on ar Srarta try'd thy F 
tec rake this Letter and convey tt i » her. 
>: mv Daugticers Corning; For - en O01C2 d 
> 10011-31 Ant, -E ates Þ alt | | 
t C200 !5 ana CL EG will nnd js ir ViGum | 
C0141. o08] my Teniernets and fligche or Tear; ſ 
 atfrightt-<(d Greczans, jealous of my Power 
. Vit boly Boldnils will proceet their Clin, 
If! mv woe; perhaps qualh my Comznany. | 
S123 hzr from the Gods, trom my Amnmbic! 
Lit To : Care not to reveal my ſecret 
ot not 1y Daug phicet know what ill I mean: hes. | 
2re ing i 12 loud Reproaches of a Wite; | 
Spare m2 the fate dr. RG ot a Daughter; | 
Andehutithy Tongue may fure with what I write, ; 
T<il rhum Acolles Pp. *i\ng chang "d his Mind, v 
Det the Nuj ti. L Rites till we return ; | 
{3t young Er: ;phile; liis Lesbaan C aptive, | 
WHonoy atiends my Daughter, is luppos'd 
07 1g ENT Ca! ile Ot « Þ NIAee [CI | 
then Divine the teſt-=—. og Day 
120 024mg; 2 oma ;t. But whocomes heic? Ext.Arcaz. | 
I > 2041.72; i What! Uliſes with him? ' 
[ A flouriſh of Trumpet: 
+ I.nter Achiiies, Ul /es. 


{is Why 1.019, I tee with pleaſing Admiratio! | 


1.1 Forte turn wah Victory. and Fame ; 
lc ar; tht Eilays oft untauzhe Valour, | 
F443} 111.tt wtend YOUur riNer Courage * l 
r $141,111! all Theffaly reduc'd, | 


Nt 1f.:mnd io k a Heros tedious To:l, 

Prov! On, att Aninfcement to Achilles, 
4h, MN. + 11:5, 100 0v8-ate a tiifling Conqueſt : 
4 Nay we Gy open a nobler Ficld, 

av mui 4 great Prizz you have propos'd, 


Achilles, or Iphigenta in Auli-, 
To animate my Courage. But, My Lord, 
Muſt I believe the joy ful News I hear ? 
That to anticipate my diftane Bliſs, 
Fair Iphigenia comes to the Camp, 
To Crown my Wiſhes ? 
Agam. My Daughter! 
Who col! you ſhe's to come ? 
Fichil. You ſeen turprizd, my Lord, at this Report? _ 
Zgam. Heav'n! How I teat wy fecret is reveal'd | 79 Ulyles. 
And .il my cunning loſt ! 
U/y/, My Ford. the King's furprize ' To AClilites, 
I; but to pit; Good Goils! If this a time 
To think on Nupiual Joys, when angry Heaven 
Strikes terro: through the Carnp? Whillt a dead Sea 
Aﬀiights al! Greece, and waſtesour lingring Army ; 
Whilſt ro appeaſe the unrelenting Gods. 
A Victim, a dear Vicim mult be Sacritic'd, 
Achilles minds his Love. as it he meane 
Tinfuir che publick Woes ; muſt Agamemnn 
Exaſpcrate our Fate with Feſtivals * 
Is this, my Lord, the tender Love you ſhew, 
To your afthiacd Country ? 
Achil In Pt+;014n Ficlds our Actions foon will prove 
Vekethior Tf ©: } love her molt. 
In the mew tmr, you may diſplay your Zeal 
Ye; may fernrely ure the Gods with Prayers, 
Ard load thei: inbtars with tame Offerings ; 
You may contult the nanting Victims Breaſt, 
Ani fcrarch the caule 0! the Winds tedious Silence ; 
But as tor me, who leave that care co Calchas, 
[ hope, my Lord, 1 may purſue a Marriage, 
Whicl', no: cancerns the Gods nor you : 
Y et, think not I'll uiffolve in womaniſk Pleatures, 
No, it T'ove, 'tis like the God of War, 
Only to till the vacancies of Action; 
Ani my couragious Soul Could never brook, 
that any one ſhould touch the Phrygian Shore 
Buterc Achilles ——, 
Agem. Oh! Heaven ! Why muſt thy ſecret Envy ſtop 
The way to Aſia, to ſuch noble Heroes ? 
Muſt I be wiineſs of fo bright a Valour, 
Only to withdraw home, with Grief and Shame ? 
Uly/. Ye Gods' What do I hear ? 
Achi!, My Lord, What's that you utter'd ? 
Agam. Princes, we mult retire : Too long the Wins 
Have tir'd our credulous Hopes with ExpeRation : 
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Will *'erc deter Achilles trom purfuir £1 
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>, think you, my Lore, thoſe {rivotions 
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Honour and Glory under vour Command 


What it the facal Siffers Gill fortell. 


Vhen tft my Mother yieidcd ro t'Emb! 


Oi: moital Pe; that 4 right chooſe, 
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O: gin cternal Fame by courting early Dial: 7 


* 1 } . #* ; ; » ”—_ . 1 
s; = x [ $031 Ih al 211 14110 iO) Late, 
, % » 4 j 4 + I, _ 
'ncie be niggard of a Gail deis's Þ f 
wy $% + 4% : #% A $4 * * «Fs % *% Ws ttc 
yy "ETY [1 #+ 1 XY" CU 35, I >; C)2r «> wk a = | > 11; TIL _— 
OWN th. Alnmgary Gous controul our TI 1 
* oy Fe % " [ d - — — 
k LIOINIGL % «ik »- » "GNC: OO! 071 . OWN A 


it rather ſtrive to equal tlicir Cl I ion 

By our uinnional Degds. Now fince at 
th] aine ani Victory attend, I fly; 

Anu ONY ai5k the Winds to wait me &'re. 


er all eli'> robe cn rare i irbh Shanns 
Tail th aztiighted Greeks ICtire with 22:29, 
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Awhilles or Iphicenia in Aulis, 7 
( ard ?, will beſi-ge i46 City, 
Atul \ wi Wrong, But no, 'tie you Grear Sir, 
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tte Grew us from thy fort Embrace, 
r Gar Contotts, and our dearce Children : 
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$ Achilles, or Iphigenia in Avlss, 
Does animate the Camp: When Greece proclaims 
Your Zeal and Wildom: Nay, when ewenty Kings 
Will Sacritice cheir Lives in your Defenee, 

You, Sir, alone retuſe the glorious purchaſe 

Of Honour and Revenge ; a little Blood 

You think too dear to gain immortal Fame. 

Muſt It be ſaid, the General of Greece 

Employ'd his skill in nothing but Commanding 

A late Retreat ? 

Agam. Alas! my Lord, how eaſily, whilſt ſecure 
From my impending Waes, you ſeem undaunted ! 
But was your Son Telemachus the ViRim, 

How ſoon the ghaſtly image of his Death, 

Would turn to, Tears your proud inſulting Speech ? 

How deep you'd feel the Mm I endure 

From {truggling Nature ! And how ſwitt you'd fly 

To ſnatch him from the Prieſt ! Yet ſince my promiſes paſ:. 
If my — Daughter meets us here, 

I'll not recall it, but it kinder Fate 

Prevents her coming, you'il not think it ſtrange, 

If I accept the welcome Help of Heaven ; 

Too long your Counfels have prevail'd upon me 

I bluſh to think on'c 


Enter Enrybates. 


Euryb. My Lord ——— 
Agam, Gods! The News *: 
Eurzb, The Queen bid mc haite 
To tell you her Approach : And that ſhe bring: 
Her Daughter, to reſign her to your Aims. 
She had arriv'd before, but that ſhe loſt 
Her way, through thoſe thick Woods that ſhrowd the Camr 
Agam, Oh! Heav'n.! 
Euryb, They are attended 
By young Eriphile, Achilles's Lesbiayw Captive, 
Who being unacquaimted with the Parents, 
Detigns to learn her Fate from Renown'UChalchs:. 
ihe News of therr arrival is now {161 
Thiough all the Camp, and with loud Acciamations, 
The jo\ tul Soldiers crow. 2bout the Queen, 
And your rair Daughter; ſome enquire the Cauſe 
[hat biinzs them hither: Others are comtzmeed, 
To pray the Gous for their Protpericy, 
Bur with a common \ oice, a!! bets thair General, 
A: the molt glojigus Ning, and happy Father. 


_— 


+ Achilles or TIphigeni«.in Aults, 
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Agam.'Tis well—, you may recire——, I'll make them welcome. 
Exit, Eurybates. 


Thus to fecure its Vengeance, angry Heaven 
treaks all the Meaſures of my Policy ! 
Yet it I was allow'd the Priviledge 
Of ſoothing Tears, it were ſome Comfort ! But 
The bartbarous Fate ot Kings ſets us on high, 
To lie expos'd to all the Bolts of Fortune, 
And be.a gazing-ſtock to thoſe below. 
Thus ſtill beſet by troubiz{om SpeRators, 
'Cho' moſt unhappy, we muſt leaſt complain, 

Ulyſ. My Lord, I am a Father, nay, a tender Father, 
Who feelingly reſents your cruel Woe: 
I ſhudder art the ſtroke that makes you ſigh, 
And c'en would weep to countenance your Tears, 
But your denial can have no Excuſe, . | 
The Gods have brought their Victim to the Camp 
Calchas expcas it, and will foon demand it. 
Yer, whilſt we are alone, let flowing Tears 
Expreſs your Sorrow : Your concern allows them, 
But, no——, l1zc rather your undaunrced Soul 
Eonfider the vaſt Glory you ſtall reap. 
Behold the Helleſpont yields to our Oars; 
Behold our Flames devour perfidious Troy ; 
Her Subjefts made your ' "hoag King Priamus 
Graſping your Knees, and Helena reſtor'd. 
Behold our numerous Fleet returns to Au/is 


Crown'd with ſucceſs: Behold that pompeus Triumph, 


That will be the fam'd Tale of Atter-ages. 
Agam. My Lord, I find how weak and impotent, 
All my Efforts would be teppoſe the Gods. 
And finee it is decreed, that Innocence 
Muſt be oppreft, I-—, no——yg Ill never yield : 
Oh! Cruel Fate ! Inexorable Gods! 
Ulyſ. My Lord, remember 
Your ſolemn Vows, and dread th'Almighty Powers. 
Conſult your Safety ; Nay, conſult your Honour 
Agam. Oh ! Hard Necellity ! 
Oh! Wretch:d Father ! Yer engage the Prizlt 
To Stlence for awhile: Let me, art leaſt, 
Le Guiltleſs tor one Moment : Let me hide, 
From Clytemre/tra, my black, barbarous Arts; 
And ſpare her tender Heart the cruel Sight, 
Ot a dear Davgliter bleeding on an Altar. 


LExiz, Agamemnon. 


as + ——_—— ct - 


© Achilles, or Tpbigenia in Ault: 
1; Tve done my Task : Narure and Love vive way, 
The Gods and Honour bear the Sovereign Sway. 


The end f the Firſt Ac. 


ATT. -Ik. 


Enter Eriphile, weeping, Der, 


Thy teel the Raptures of Meir mutual Love, 

Poth in a Father, and a Husban's Arms, 
Here Ice me vent my unreienting Grief, 
, Der. Why, Madam, will you this provoke your Sorrows? 
And walte thoſe Beautics with inceflant Tears 7 
Tis trus, nothing ſeems Charming to a Priſoner, 
Captivity turns all co Bitcrerneſs ; 
Yer, ſhall I tell it * When we coſt the Seas 
With proud Zcbilles, when yet a trembling Captive, 
You view'd your Conquetour, me thought your Eycs 
Weie les employ'd about your Mileries. 
Now Fortune ſeems to ſmile, ſince Iphigenia 
Like a tond Siſter ſooths your Cares with Friendſhip, 
And gives thoſe Comforts you had found in Troy. 
You longd to come to Auli, and your Wiſhes 
Aic all accompliſh'd, yet your Grief redoubles. 

Erigh. What! Dolt thou think that ſad Eriphile, 
Can tc a calm SpeRator. of their Joys? _ 
Canſt thou believe my Griefs will Sonar 
hen I behold a Heaven I cannot reach ? 
Blcit Iphigenia hugs the deareſt Father, 
Se is the Pride of a fond haughty Mother, 
Whilſt from my Infancy expos'd co Dangers, 
My unknown Parents never Smil'd on me. 
{ am a Stranger to my very lelt ; 
And to-compleat my Woes, the Oracle 
Pid me continue in my Ignorance ; 
For when I ask to whom I owe my Birth, 
1is anfwerd, in this Knowledge lies my Loſs. 


Erith Þ ii: I ct us retire: And f Geir mi 
f 


FLEE 


Achilles, or Iphigenia in Auly, Ii 


Dor. But why ſhould this deter you from your Search ? 

All Oracles lie hid in dubious Riddles, 

Who knows but by the loſing a falle Name 

You'll find your own: This, ſure, muſt be the Lofs 
The Oracle foretells, tor in your Cradle, 

Your Name was chang 'd 

Eriph. Ot all the* Circumſtances of my Fate, 

This is the only one I c'er could learn, 

' -From thy unhappy Father, who knew all, 
Indeed he us'd co tell me, that in Troy, 

I ſhould retrieve my Glory, my true Name, 
And find my Royal Parentage Bur oh ! 
I had within my view the wiſh'd-lor®City, - 
When fierce Achilles led his Conquering Hoſt, 
'Gainſt Le:bo;, and made all yield to his Sword ; + 
Thy Father buried in 'a heap of Dead, 

Left me-a Captive to my felt unknown : 

And of all thoſe great L[lonouts 1 expected, 
Vile Prifoner of Greece, | only keep 

The Price of a High Birth I cannoe prove. 

Dor, How greats the Loſs of ſuch a Faichſul Witnel: ! 
How much you ought to hate the Barbarous Hand 
That gave P fatal Blow! Yet renown'd Calchas, 
Who holds a Correſpondence with the Gods, 

And know's what's paſt, what's preſent, what's to come, 
Calchas may, ſure, acquaint you with your Fate, 
Beſides, this Camp aftords you ſafe Prote&tion : 

Kind Iphigenia will toon be joyn'd, 

In happy Marriage to our Conquerour, 

And make our, Chains the lighter ; doubt it not, 

She has engag'd her Promiſe 

Eriph. What ! It of all my Woes .. 

Tizis tatal Marriage were the cruelleſt ? 

Dor. How | Madam ? 

Eriph, Bz not ſurpriz'd my Griefs atmit no Cure, 
Bur rather wonder I have livd ſo long, 

With {ich a load of Cares and Miſery. 

] am unknown, a Stranger, and a Captive: 

Ali theſe were little But, oh ! I'm a Lover. 

That fierc2 Deſtroyer of the Lesvian State ; 

That fatal Author of our dire» Misfortunes, 

Who wich Hands drench'd in Blood made me his Captire, 
And with thy Father robb'd me of my Birth, 

Achilles is the deareſk Man I view. 

Der. Heaven! Whar do I hear? 

G4 Eripb 
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12 Achilles or Tptsgenia in Aulis, 

Eriph., T firit defign'd 
Vrernal Silence ſhould conceal my Weakneſs : 

But 1 muſt ſpzak to cal my Soul oppreſt, 

And in thy friendly Boſom vent a Secret, 

Which ot ight tor ever, ever be forgotten. 

Yet, Doris, ask m2 not with what fond Hopes, 

{ enterrain'd this Paſſion in my Breaſt ? 

| will not Charge it on that kind Concern, 

W.t' which Acbilles fzem'd to footh my Woe::. 

No, m0; tis unrelenting Heaven's Dec:ce, 

*t.i] 39 purſue me wi ith immortal Hatred, 

Ant cruſh my tender Heare with Cares oi Lovc. 
or. ws q cul hope@G Love! 

. £r::h, Shall 1 call back to my diſtrafted Mind, 

ihe fad pier ance of that diſinal oe 

Wien fi: we loſt our Liberty q 

\ce:liets and Trembling for a while I lay, 

Durizy in g2oomy Night; at laſt my feeble Eyes, 

Þegan to tek the Light, and as I faw 

Thiz pretung Hand of my fierce Conquerour 

Recking w ith Elood, I tear's to meer his Looks, 

As I « »mbark'e with him, I ſtill endeavourd, 

10 Cur 10 1e dreadful and deteſted Signt ; 

But, oh! I ſaw him ; ſaw him with a Bluſh ; 

Nay, wh ich is more, I ſaw him with concern, 

Ths Alpe&t was Serene, and my Reproaches 

Coad find no Tongue to Curſe the pleaſing Foe ; 

My Heart revelPd againſt my Miſzrics, 

And all my Anger melted into Tears. 

{ tollow'd with D-light my Charming Guide, 

And as I lov'd him then, I love him {till 

Kind [rbigemia offers me Protection, 

But all in vain, ſince my tormenting Furies 

Rid me lay hold of my Protectrelss Hand, 

Only to cruſh a Rival, and unſeen 

Diſturb thoſe Joys which cauſe my Sufferings. 

Dor. Alas! What can your feeble Hate pertorm 
Jad it not been much better thave remain'd 
SUll Prifoner 2t Aycene.; there to quench 
Your fatal Fires, and ſhun che cruel W ops 
Ot UNTCgAarUC d Loye————— 

Eriph. "T'was my Dclign ; bur tho my Rivals Triumph 
Thicamned my n2w-boin Love with endiceſs Forments, 
Yet drivn by Fate I came: A ſecret Voice, 
vid me attend my Guardian—— 


Prelas 


© . 
Achilles or Tphigenia in Anlis. 13 
Prelaging that IT might Icave on this Shore, 
All my Misiortuncs, and like a Libiion, , 
Pour them upon the Heads of thels bi:\t Lovers. 
This is the Reaſon I appear in Aus, 
And not a tond Defire to know my Birth. 
Or rather I am come to let their Nuptials 
Pronounc? my final Doom ; tor if accompliſh'd, - 
A ſpeedy Death will end my Mifzriecs; 
And wi:tt:our waſting time in fruitle!s Search, 
After my unknown Parentage, the Grave 
Will hide my Love and Shame 
Der. Flow much 1 do lament your cruel Fats : 


Enter to them Agamemon, 
Iphigenta. 

I>big. My Lord, What makes you thus Fly from my Sight 
And ikun the Claſping of a Dauphter*s Arms? 
My dutilul Retpe&t made me tor bear, 

Tiil chi trantporte:l Queen had firſt expreſt 

Her joys in your Emb:ace, Muſt IpB:zeria, 

Retire without a Blefling, and a Kils 

Mayne I ? . 

Agam, Yes you may embrace a Father, | Embraces ber. 
Who loves you till 
«Ippig. How dear I value ſuch a Fatha's Love ' 

Whar pleaſing Raptures Col feel, ro ſee 

Thi'Excetls of Power and Honour that ſurrounds you ? 

Fames buiiz Tongue had entertain'd my Ears, 

With wond'rous Tales of your ſupreme Command ; 

But all comes ſhort of what I now- behold; 

My Joys and my Surpriize at 'once*redouble : 

You have the general Love of Kll the Grecians, , 

And arm I then belov'd by fuch a Father ? 

Agam. Alas' A Father to fo good a Daughter, 

Deterv'd to be more Fortunate 
Iparg. 1s there a greater Fortune can atrend a King ? 

1 thought you reach d the Top of humane Bhs, 

And that tie Bountcous Gods could give. no more, 
Agam. Juit Heaven! Muſt I prepare her to her Fate ? | 4/ide. 
Iptig. You Sigh my Lord, and ſeem to calt your Looks, 

Unwiilingly upon me; Pray, dear Sir, 

Is it againſt your Orders we are come ? 

Agam. Daughter, I fee you with a Father's Eye ; 

Burt at this Time and Place, perplexing Cate 

Diſturb my Joys ——— 


La Achill:s, or Iphigenia in Aulis, 
[rbiv. Tow fad are the effes of tedious Abſence! 
Alas caie vou forget vour high Degree, 
And Ieain tm be a Father for a moment ? 
Here is no Witneſs that can make you Bluſh ; 
You fee beſore you, none but a young Princeſs, 
to whon 1 otten told how bictt 1 was 
Wi:h the moſt Tender and Indulgent Father, 
Wio would at my Requelt end her Mistortunes. 
Wat will ſhe think or your Indifference? 
Mult all her Hopes b2 vain? Pray, gentle Father, 
Diſ>el thoſe Clouds that hover on your Brow. | 
Agam. A'as: My Daugiiter — |; 
[pbig. Ny Loril, Go on. 
cgam. Oh | I cannot- | 
{pig. C urlt be th'adulterous Trojan, 
Ihe tatal Author «4 our dirc Al-r:ns: 
Agam, His Ru'n mifft be bought with Tlouds of Tears. 
Ickig. 1 hope propitious Hear will Pore your Head, 
Agam, The Gods of late feen d-it to all my Prayers, 
Tphig. Calchas, they ſay, p:iep4 c a Sacitice, = 
Azam, Nay Heaven be appeas*! before 'tis Offer'd ! 
Iphig. Pray, when is that to be ? 
Agam. Too loon, Alas ! 
Iphig. Sliail I be fuffer'd 
To joyn ny Vows wich yours before the Altar ? , 
Hgam, On. me; 
Iobig. My Lord; you're fient——— 
- Higam. No Yes— You will be there, My Daughter— 
L arewell [ Exit Agamemnon. 
ſphig. His cold” Reception fills my Mind with Douvts. 
\ tecrer Horror ſeizes 2W my Lin bs: 
Lt tcar — But know nct what, May Heaven avert 
Ttrimpen.ling Woes=— Yer, whom they ſeem to threaten. 
{the Go.'s alone can tc!l 
Erigh. Madam, I wonder that aint thoſe Cares, 
Which now employ your Father, a timoll Coldnets 
Can dil-ompole your Mind ? Als! How anxous 
My Tho.z!ts muſt *be ? 
FIR . 4" 
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ſrhig. Yes, dear Eripbile, T own my Tears 

Will foon be dry'd at my Achlles's view : w 
[lis worth, my Father, my Heart bid me Love tim. 
Y.Jr, What muſt 1 believe of this fond Lover ? 
ho {ecm'd to burn with longing expectation 
To mect me heres What keeps him trom my Stiznr ? 
{ have, tor theſe two Days, upon our Joutney, 
21 ght him :with trembling Looks ; bur ail in var, 
Artlaft Fn welcom'd by an unknown Crowd, . 
And fill lie keeps away : ad Agamemnun 
ems ſliy co name him to me. Where is he 7 
| I'm Fl of Donors and Fears » Wiae! Have the Carcs 


_ |] 


, Cy : vv , 

: ar, 

: Chill'd both a Father and a Lover's Heart ? 

| But, no ——, I wrong him by unjuſt Alarms; 


For he alone did ne're engave his Promite 

To Hellm's Father : *Tis on my Account 

He flies to Troy; Iam the only Prize * 

His gencious Love expets to Crown his Valagr. 


Enter Clytemneſtra, With a Letter in her Hand. 


Cle. Daughter, we muſt be gone, .and by a ſpeedy Flight 

Prevent our Shame; tis now no more a Riddle, 

. What made your Father troubled and unealy 
To ſec us+here : This Letter'clears all Doubts ; ; 
By faithtu] Arcas he had ſent it to me, 

To ſpare us the Afﬀront of a Denial. 

But wandring trom our Way, that Meſſenger 
Could not convey it fooner ———e 

He wiites, Achilles having chang'd bis Mind, 
Defers the Nuptial Rites till bis Retwirn, 

Eriphi/. What do I hear ! 

Clzt. You bluſh, and ſeem concerng at the Abule : 
But let your Spirit arm you with Diſdain, ſTo Iptigenia 
Ungratetul Wretch ! Deceiv'd by his Renown, 

I did at Argos countenance his Love, 

And thought a Goddefs's Son would . make you Happy. 
But ſince his vile Inconſtancy belies + 

His noble Off:-pring from th'unchanging Gods, 

Let's now deſpite the baſeſt of Mankind, 

And fly this faced Shore ; leſt he ſhould think, 

We ſtay to court his dull Indifference. 

Your Father is acquainted with my Purpoſe, 

I only wait him here to take my leave. 

In the mean time Il ſes all Thwgs prepar'd 
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For our departure . As for you, Madain, ' To Lille, 
Youg think it hard ro follow; our Retreat 
Fca.cs vu in better Hands; too well we know, 
Liz "tis not Chalchas that you came to ſee, 
, [ Exit, Clytetnneſtra, in a Fury, 
7>4;s, In what amaze of Trouble has the let me, 
By her perplexing Speech ! Achilles hay: 
Clans'd bs Mind, 
Deer the Nugtial Rites till be Retirns 
i muſ? prevent my Shame by baſty Flight ; : 
nd 'us not Calchas that you came to ſee, ; To Eriphi;s 
Eriph, The meaning of har Speech is a daik Kiudle, 
I cannot apprehend — 
Tphig. Nay, Madam, too, too well, 
You know its meaning=—, 1 <t,itbarbarous Fate [ In an Ironica! Tone, 
Robs me ot a Ru bind, fu e, you'll be more kind : 
2 han to abandon me m my .+l11s1ortunes. 
'ihad been a Torment tor you to have ſtaid 
At Mycene without me —, Shall the Queen 
Now leave vou Rere alone ? | 
Eriph Madam, I detignd 
To conlult Calchas— 
iplig. Then what's the Reaſon you don't haſte to ſee him ? 
Frip. You {pcak of being gone within a Moment, 
Iphig. Sometimes one Moment may clear many Doubts ; 
But, Madam, I'm too prefling : And now plainly lee, 
What I could ne're have thought-— Yes, 'tis Achilles 
Wno makes you fo uncafie till w'are gone. 
Eriph. Can you ſuſpect me of ſuch Ticachery ! 
| Madam, Love a turious Conqueror, 
Whoſe bloody Image haunts my. tearful Mird, 
Z're ſince with Fire and Sword he 1pread Leltrietion, 
4hrough all the Lesbian State ? 
194g. Yes, Traytreſs,' Yes, you love the fizrce Dcllroyer: 
And «a! tlioſs Horrors with which you deſcribe him, 
3i's inds embru'd with Blood, his reeting. Sword, 
And flanung Lesbos arc the Charaters, , 
Wiich left his pleaſing Image piinted in your Sat). 
7 tits, I retaember, this made you fo ton, 
S011; co repeat co me the doletul Story 
Yr 10207 Captivity—— I might have feen 
Your eager Paſſion through your feign'! Complaints. 
Pur my fond Friendſhip baniſh d all Diſtruft, 
 hug'd and choiiind a perficdious Rival ; 


Credulous Foo!! 1 ford her; Nay, I oflerd 
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Tiic fate protection of her perjur'd Lover, 

The Robbing me of him, 1 could forgirs, 

But to be brought to this dzteſted Shore, 

'To meet th'ungratetul Man who now forſakes me, 
Aud grace the Triumph of a treacherous Friend, 
"This, this is an Abule I cannot bear. 

Eriph. Madam, you give me Words I ne'ce was us'd 
To hear before —; And tho' hard Fate purſues me 
With cruel Hate, yet ſuch harſh ſounds till now, 
Were Strangers to my Ears; Bute I excuſe 
'Thunjuſt Reproaches of an incensd Lover. 

Which way could I prevent your Journey hither ? 
Can you fulpe&t Achilles will prefer 

A torlorn Maid to Agamemmnon's Daughter ? 

One, who all the can learn of her Condition, 

is, that ſhe is the Offspring of that Blood 

He longs to fpill ———, 

Ipbig. The barbarous Wretch inſults o're my Mutortunes : 
And {till compares her vileneſs to my Glory, 

Only to heighten her perftidious Triumph. 

Was this then wanting to my load of Woe ? 

But have a care your Raptures be'nt too raſh : 

That Agamemnon you have dar'd, commands 

All Greece ; He is my Father ; nay, he loves me, 

And feels my Sufferings deeply as my ſelf. 

My Tears did melt him : I perceiv'd thoſe Sighs 

He ſtrove to hide from me ; Fond Fool | I blamd 

That Coldnefs which his Tenderneſs had causC. 
Enter Achilles. 

Achil. 1;'t poſſible then, Madam ! Do I ſee you * 

Or is it tond Deluſion ? No? For the whole Camp, 
Allurd me you was here —, Bur, Madam, What concein 
Has brought you to this Shore, finge Agamemuon, 

Gave out Mycene would enjoy you itil ? 

[phig. My Lori, fear not my hated Prefence here, 
lor Iphigenia will foon be gone. | | 

( Exit Ipbigenia with a diſdainf'it Arr. 

Achil. Sh2 ſhuns me ! Do I wake? Or ist a Dicam ? 

Gods! How 1 am diſfrated art this Flight. : 
Whar ſhill E lo? — Madam, can Ipreſume [ To Etipiii.c, 
To mect your Looks, and not provoke your Hatred * 
Yet, uf Ach:!/25 did ere pity you : 

It you Can 60Ww receive your Conquerours Prayer, 
Inform m2 why they're come ——, ture, you can tell, 

Eriph, Ny Lord, L wonder 
Y ou ſhou'd be unacquainted with TE ney | 


Bnce 
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2 you have bcen a Month upon this Shore, 
| preling their Arrival, and your Nuprials, 
{-bill. 1 Madam? I was Abſent this whole Mont, 
Anl only came laſt Night _ 

4:71, How , When Agamemnon id write to Mycere, 
2.4 not your Love Indite and Guide his Hand ? 
I :t.ov gh you was tranſported with the Charms 
Or tis bright Daughter . 

a, Ys: 1 itil adore her. 
Ny, if | rad conſid but my Love, 

{ 


well have fed to fes her at Mycene. 
Tot, Ton Connds buc ter wan C:me I know nor. 
Virr%s I caſt my Loos 1 miget a Foc: 
ani co oliis Moment Calchas and Uy;es 
Uil,tzy'd their Eleguence t'oppole my Love, 


Alu j-m'd to intimate it fhock d my Honour, 
What cam their Counſels mean? Am I abusk ! 
Ar4 male a Tale to entertain the Army : 

| , And wrench the Secret from their Souls. 

: LExit, Achilles 
Erith. Ye Gods! 'Who fee my Shame, Where ſhall I hide it ? 
Proud Rival, thou art lovd, and yet thou murmur'it. 

Muſt I at once bchold thy haughty Triumph, 
and bear. with thy Inſults? No—, Let me rather 
Burt, Dorzs, I'm decciv'd, or fome great Storm, 

iz gathering thick to break upon their Heads. 

I've Eyes: Their Happineſs is not yet fe:ld. 

tzing Agamemnon Sighs, and is in Trouble: 

ilc thuns bis Daughter : Both avoid Achilles. 

There's ſomething in it ; Fil not yet Deſpair : 

And 1f Fate liltens to my Hatred's Call, _ 

{1 die, but cruſh a Rival with my Fall. { Exewnt Erplile, Dori: 


The end of the Second AF. 


ACT Il. SCENE I. 


Enter Agamemron, Clytemneſtra. 
\L/ ES, my Lord, 
My indignation made me leave the Camp, 
And ily Achilles view: Scorn'd Iphigenia 
Deſign'd ZAzcene ſhould lament her Woe. 
But it.at young Hero wondring at our Flight, 


$4 / 
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Calls 
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Call'd all the Gods to prove his Conſtancy, 

An {tops our Journey. Nay, he prefles now 

That Marriage, which before, 'twas faid, lic ſhunn'l. 
He ſeeks you full of Patton and of Lore : 

Furious to know who raivgd this falle Report, 

And puniſh his audacious Inſulence. 

Theretore let no Suſpicions pall our Joys. 

Agam, Madam, 'tis well : Achilles mutt be truſted. 
own we wrongd him: And I ſhare your Joys,” 
As much, as leaſt, as my concern allows. 

Now ſince you wiſh that Calcbas ſhould perform 

The Nuptial Sac: itice, 'tis tit you fend 

Your Daughter to the Altar : Ill there wait her coming. 
Yer firſt in private let me here adviſe you : 

You fee what place you're in, how every thing 
Scems ficter for a Fight, than for a Marriage ; 

The Tumule of an Army, and a Fleet : 

An Altar briftling with Pikes, Darts and Spears, 

ouch horrid Pomp om. ſute with fierce Achilles, 

But is not calm enough to court your Sight, 

It were unicemly that the Greeks ſhould ec, 

Their Queen bereft of awful Majeſty, 

And undiſtinguiſh'd in a Crowd of Soldiers. 

Believe me, let your Maids alone attend 

Your Daughter to the Altar 

Clys. I, Sir, reſign my Daughter co my Worren, 

And not .accompliſh what I have begun? 

Have I then brought her hither trom Mycene, 

And ſhall I now refuſe to lend my Hand 

To lead her to the Pric!t ? — Is not this a Duty 
Incumbent on a Mother : — Who ſhall order 
The Martitagz Feſtival ? 

Agam. Madam, That might have been your Care 
In Atrens's Palace: Now youre in a Camp. 

Chr. Yes, I am in a Camp, 
Where the whole Pate of Troy depends on you ; 
Where all the Grecians bow to your Command ; 
Where Thetis's Son will this Day call me Mother; 
Pray, in what Pale could 1 e're appear 
With greater >plendor and Magmificence ? 

fgam, Mayam, 
By all tlimmortal Authors of our Race, 
| do conjure you, grant me this Requelt : 
{ have my Rcealons. 

Clyz. My Loid, 

By all thote Pow'rs you nam'd, let me intreat you 
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20 Achilles, or Ipbigenia \n Aulis, 
Not to Jerry my Eyes that blifful ſhew. 
Voucklate ro fs me there without a Bluſh, 

Ae am. 1 thourhs much better of a Wife's Compliance, 
Cz tne mv Argements, and my Intreatie 
C1 havs no force to bend your fiubborn Mind, 
Mara — i: is my Pleaſure—— I command you 
CO-vy- 


| Exit Agamenmon, 


Cle. Ye Gol above! What makes my Husband uſe 
S1Cit harbarous Care to keep me from the A:tar. 

{; hs {o clzvated with his Power, 

Fiiar he disdains ro own me for his Witze ? 

Or is !1is new Command yer ſo unſzttied 

"Chat he dares not appear with Heless Siſter * 

i3.c why that Niczty? Yet, ſince 'cis hits Command 
L willingly ſubmit 3 my Daughter's Bliſs 

Mikes me amends for all ; th'indulgent Go:ls 

Uvite her to Achilles, and my Joys 

Are Infinite to think ſhe ſhall be call] —— 

Bic lerc he comes himfell———— 


Enter Achilles. 


Achi/. Madam, all things ſucceed th Crown my Wiſhes: 
Its King defires no further Satisfaction, 
Vur truſts the Raptures of my eager Love. 
{ ſcarce began to clear my Innocence, 
When with a kind Embrace he call'd me Son. 
iis Words were few: But, Madam has he rold you 
Wit happy News was fpread at your Arrival ? 
Clyt. What's that, my Lord * 
Achil. Thie: Gods will be appeasd : The Prieſt proclaims 
That the next Hour by folemn Sacrifice, 
Neptune will be propitious to our Vows, 
And wake the drowſice VVinds ; ſure of his Promiſe : 
4he joyful Mariners unfurl their Sails, 
And turn their Prows to Yroy. As for me, Madam, 
Tho' I were glad if ro indulge my Love 
The VVinds ſhould ſtill be filent for a while : 
Tno' with regret I quit the happy Shore, 
\ Vhere Iphbigenia will ſoon be mine, + 
Yet with delight I graſp the bleſt Occaſion, 
To Seal this noble Match with Trojan Blood ; 


And 
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And in the Ruins of perfidious Troy, 
Bury the Shame oft chat reſpe&ted Name, 
To which mine will for ever be allied. 
Enter Tphigenia, Eriphile, Tgina, Dons. 

Fair Princes, all my Blif> depends on you: _ 
Your Father waits our cyming to the Altar; | To 3phtigenta. 
Haſte Madam, to receive the plighted Faich 
Ot your Adorer 

Irbig., My Lord, before we go, 

I hope the Queen wilt fiifer me to ask you 
A Boon to prove your Love: Here's a young Princcls 
VVhoſe noble Aﬀpect focaks her high Dekcent : 

| Her Eyes continually Gdifiolves in Tears, 
You know her Troubles, tor *tis you have cavsd them 
And 1 juſt now tranſported with raſh Paftion, 

Rudely infuleed over her Affliction, 
{ woull atone tor my too-tiafty Carriaze, 
And footh her into Eaſe, but how I know nor, 
Unlcfs it be by interccedins for her, 
My Lord, ſhe is your Captive, and thoſe Chains, 
Whoſe weight I pity, will at your Command 
Fall from her Hands: Let then your generous Dees 
Begin this happy and auſpicious Day. 
Let Jad Eriphile be now diſcharg'd 
From our Attendance Ler all the Grecians fee, 
That the great King to whom I plight my Faith, 
I; not contented to ſpread dire Alarms, 
And wild Deltruion thiough th'affrighted World, 
But that he can relent at a Wifes Tears, 
And like the Gods from whom he is Deſcended, 
Will be difarm'd by the Unfortunate. 

Eripb. Yes, my Lord, you may alleviate 
The quickeſt Pain a Woman ever felt. 
'Tis true the Fate of War made me your Captive ; 
But {till you ſtrain too high its rigid Laws, 


Thus to ore-bear my Heart with all the Torments 
I tuffer here. 


Achil. You, Madam ? 


Eriph. Yes, my Lord, and waving all the reſt, 
Could you impoſe a more ſevere Commnd, 
Than here to make my Eyes the fad SpeRtators,, 
Of the Proſperity of all my Foes: 

My Proud, my Haughty, Perſecuting Foes. 
Wherc'er 1 go, I hear thinſulting Threats 

Ot a fierce Army, ready to deſtroy 

My native Countrry : And to break my Heart, 


_——— 
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1 ſee, T ſee that fatal Hymens Brand, 

Vhich will devour it, and conſume my Iope:. 

; 2. efore permit me to retire trom hence : 


An wandiing tiom your Sight, and ſtill unznown, 
Dewail the Hardſhips of that ditmal Fate, ( Weeps. 
Wiich nothing bue my Tears can well exprets. 

Z<hi/, Fair Princeb,, that's roo mucit: Wipe of thoſe Tears, 


You have your Withes; follow to the Altar, 
'T hat all the Greeks ray witnels you arte Free ; 
And may ib» Hour that gives you Liberty, 
Make me for ever Bleft. [ Enter Arcas. 
Arc. N:dainn, all things are ready for the Sacrifice ; To Cljters. 
The King waits at the Altar for your Daighter, 
And ſends me to Demand her Or rattier, 
Sir, I come { To Achilles, 
To beg your huip agai:tt him. 
Achil, Vihar lay O11. Aras? 
Chr, Ye Gous, What "Nuws Is this? 
Arc, You «'vne, my Loi d, | To Achilles. 
Can now Pic. her. 
Chil, Agai. it whom? 
Arc, My Lotd 'tis wirh regret I name him——— 
Burt I can keep no longer the black Secret, 
Ani to be filent would be Treachery. 
1he Knife, the Filler, the Pile, all is *rcady ; 
Bur were that fatal Pomp deſign'd .to take 
My Life for the Diſcovery ——- yet I muſt ſpeak, 
_ Ct. Heaven! How I tremble! Quickly; Arca, 
Explain your meaning 
Achil. Whoeer it be, ſpeak boldly, fear him nor. 
fre. My Lord, you ate her Lover ; and you, Madan, 
Her tender Mother ; ſuffer not the Prince 
410 meet her Father 
C/;:, What ſhould we fear from him ? 
Achi/ Why ſhould we diſtruſt him ? 
crc. He waits her at the Altar, with intent 
To vacrihice her——— 
Abit, He! Agamenmnon ! 
Ciz:t. His Daughter ! 
Iphig. My Yather ! 
Eripb. Ol Heavens! What News ! 
Acbi!l, Gous! What blind Fury 
Can Arm his cruel Hand againſt his Daugluer ? 
"4s Impious but tg think wrt. 
Arc, Alas! my Lord, rizre is no room for Dout : 
Tire Otacle and Calchas hive prononnc'd 
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The fatal Doom, and ſRubbarnly reje 
A'l other Sacrifice : The Gods themſelves 
P:ote the Rav ther, and bid tne Winds 
L.i2 kuſhe till that be offer'|. 
Cljt, How can the Gods decree fo black a Dec ? 
Ipbig. Heaven ! V Vhat's my Crime, that merics ſuch hard | ate ? 
Cljz. Now "ts 200 plain 
'Vby he impcs on me fuch Thi Comman:!:, 
To keey me irom the Altar, 
Ipbig. Is thisthe Mariiage was deſign'd for me? {| to Acozes. 
Arc. "the Sing to blind you, did fuppolſe this Nunage, 
And the whoie Camp is ſtill in the ſame Ertor. 
Cle. My Lord, | Knee!s. 
Here let ine gralp your Knee—— 
Achil. Al1s! Madam 
Pray riſe 
Clit. My Lord, let me forget my troubleſome State : 
This !gw Submiltton ſuits my crue] Fortune ; 
{| were roo happy if my Tears could touch, [ Weeps. 
Your Ieart with Piry——— Alas! *Tis your Bride 
hey tnatch away trom you. I brought her up 
To the tonu liopes of this .auſpicious Match. 
Tis you we ſought on this deteſted Shore ; 
And *tis you: Name betrays her-to her Fate. 
Muſt ſhe then go timplore the Angry Gods, 
And graſp that Altar diſmally Adorr'd, 
To >acrifice her ? You alone are here 
Her Father, Husband and protecting God. 
I read your Grief in your diſtrated Looks. 
Daughter, I leave you in a Lovers Arms. 
My Lord, I beg you, ſtay ill I return. 
1 tly co meet my cruel, treacherous. Husban!, 
And with juſt Rage oppoſe his wild Detign. 
I'\ force the Prieſt to ſeek another Victim ; 
Or ſhould my beſt Efforts prove vain, to ward 
The tatal Blow, Ill dic with my dear Daughter. 
| [Exit Clytemneftro, 
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Achil, Madam, all this while 
My wonder kept me Dumb and Motionleſs. 
Was it to me the ſpoke? Am I Achilles? 
And muſt your Mother and a Queen diſgrace 
My noble Paſlion, to deſcend thus low 
VVith unbecoming Poſture, Prayers and Tears 
To moves my Pity? VVho is more concern'd 
Than Tze:«'s Son in your Proſperity?  . 
Yes; you may traſt my Love, ttVaffrons is levelld + 


—_ Achilles, or Tohige-ta in Aulis. 
\c ne '4t 190: Whj.4eoy ot » they 2tt em2t, 
I anſwer jr a Lite on which my own Jepends. 


Bit my ;utt Anger Coes CNgageo my turther : 
[ 1270 ile to protect, I will revenge you, 


\n | pant 5! at once thiignoble Cheat, 

ilar, dardiinahies my Name for your undoing 
/p:g5, Pray,. My Lord, itay Hear ng —— 
Att, Gogs, mult a Baibanan 

Atﬀone me thus! Whilſt to rever:ge his Siſter, 

jJ fy :o Tro;; wiallt by my leading Vote, 

He holds command ore twenty Rival Kings ; 

Wit tor my $£141-25, and Wailike Tolls : 

Whillt tor the: Price of that great Victory, 

\ hich will 4: ch him, Vindicate his Wrongs, 

Anu Crown is Name tor ever With Renown ; 

{ am content] with tiic gloinous Tatle 

Oi beng you's; the bloody Perjur'd Man 

Thinks little t© defpils the facred Laws 

Ort Love and Natuie, and to rack my Soul 

Wit! the tad view, of your dear, Mars Heart 

Reekin” uron an Altar, his black Dee 

Mull {till >: cover'd by a Marriage Po omp 3 

133 I muſt nd you to UtuÞ Sacrilice z 

My credulous Hand mult guide the iatal Kmiie ; 

Ant in the place of Hushand, I mult pfove 

1 OUr - \CCULIONCT Gods ' 1 grow Mad to think owe. 
7:5:g. My Lord, kt not your Paſhon thus tranfport you. 
Aci s 4, Juſt Heaven ! What had become of all my Hopes, 

Hai not my coming foreſtall'd your Arrival ? 

The harmleſs Bride 2am Ion to their Fury, 

thc rainly loughe her' ablent Love,” and mer 

A Butcher Prieft : Still charging on my Name 
FE Moody, b.rbarous Cheac, vucli Lrieachkery 

| will expottilite betoie al! Greece 


a1lr.iam, your Honour 15 concern in ming. | 
av roſe 0 youtl approve. my juſt Revenge , 
The ciue} Nan fhatl know Aczilles's Wionns | 
\ IC W CNL Unpunith'la——-, 

TIO. . My L o: Q, 4 li CVCTr y0.1 if (| tray Love ns, 


I ec now 111 Pray. 5s and Ed diſtin you; A gc! 
Conti: that Baitvattnn whom you Gar.,, 

That cn, "OW :V, MCAierous Enciny 

OTE 

F 


4 ical 


we ee OE 


Achilles or Iphigenta in Anti. 


Ach;/, \ our Father, | Madam : No-<His blick D 
Leaves him CON h an urthcrer's Name 
Ipbig. My Lo:d, I ihill rep-at it, He's my Fat''e: 
A Father whoin L love, whoml revere ; 
A Father who tl | now has cl eriitnd. ny 
With all Indulgence ana Yaternal C, 
My Heart brou hy uwpeecn loom my "5B 
To dutiful Reipect, is 14 when he's offended 
'Tis not our Nuptialtic can make me loſe, 
My Duty, and allow your furious Paſſion. 
Yet, fee, my Lord, how very much love you, 
SinceI could bear to hear - | Outragious In;ury, 
You offerr'd to his Name. But how can you 
Think him © barbarous that unconcern'd 
He'd fee his Daughter bleed, it any way 
He could prevent the cruel Sacrifice. 
Believe me, Sir, I ſaw him figh and weep. 
Do not condemn him till you hear him ſpeak. 
Muſt his Heart, fhll'd with Horrors, ftill encounce: 
Your raging Hatred ? 
Achil. 1sc poſſible, Madam ' * 
Amidſt your Danger is this all you fear ? 
A wild Barbarian / tor this Name beftits him /; 
Betrays you to the Prieſt like a tame Victim, 
And when my Tendetnels would ſtop his Fu ury, 
You ſeem concern'd to trouble h.z Repole ; 
I'm fiienc'd, he's excus'd, he is lamented ; 
For him you tremble, and 'ris me you fear, 
Has then Achilles ſued and ſigh'd in vain ? 
Is this the Progreſs of my conſtant Love ? 


R M 


Iohig. Oh ! Cruel Man! How can you doubt that I 0 


Of which I gave you ſuch convincing Prools * 

You faw how with dry Eyes, and undiſtur! 

I heard the bloody Meitenger of Death ; 

But, all ye Powers of Love! How deep! was my Detp 
When at our hrſt Arrival the falſe News, 

Ot yolir inconſltancy gimeto my Ears 2 

My jutt concern made ME Acc ule the God's, 
Reproach your Falſhood, and cuile all Mark 
Then, then vou might tive ſzen, how mucl: | \ 
Your Love betore my Lite—— —Alas' | thoup 
My generous Flames had rais'd me ore all Mortal: 
Perhaps the envious God < have been dl, Ds 

By the Excel: ot my Felicity. 
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Achilles, cr Tphigenia int 4 
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I 


Th' unruly Tumuits of my Mind romeo /e ; 
Hllay the Fury of my anxious Care, 
Drwvoe hence black Thoughts, an ! cha 'e awny 
Here let indulgent Fancy ſvoth my Pain, 
Flere let me ſleep, and never waks ap ain 


x IL 


I hat"s this 1 feel? What 704, with; my bris 
Strikes ſuch alarms, and will nit let me ve 
Tis Jealouſy. rormenting Jealculy 

The Bane of Love, torment ing Teal "ul 


NV ORPHEUS, thou gentle Go. f {oft Repoſe, 


[IL 


] rage, I rave, Iourn, my Souls © 
Toiur d with wild defbarr. and fir? 
tt, DION \ 1 cannot, 

(1: 07 reveng d, and more than 111 
Death, only |  canniw wy Ti 

2 p>} KR F 

% 

:\ tn, \ l ) 
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Achilles or Iphigenia i Aulis. 
Yes, Dora, ve: : My Hearty crPICx 'd with Carcs, 
yes my Rival: Fate, 


F VIti. CON VIOUS £4-3T% 
tio ' her Danocis. And how curſt my Brag: C 
{JL OUT It leg het Trim; h 2 How Ac5 
WW: troubled and concern'd 2 Ifaw, I Let it; 
And fun te rgns of ber undoubted Blikk, 

he vilians, proud, infulting, fierce Achilles, 

i cr648)U1 ro all humane kind ;; 
, ,.w a Tear, but what he draws 


| Mm others Eyes: Achilles, who 'tis faid , 

Vos tickled by a Lion: or a Tigrels ; 

; for her now begins to tremble, 

pale, bi WEEDS, and yet thou þ \itielt 


hs and tin 
Jere ble{t £6 ooalicheins Death it ſelf were pleaſing, 
{i 1 could purchaſe fierce Achiliz;'s Cears. (3/469; 


Dyer. Dear Madam, moderate your Sorrows : 


Orit you weep ler Iphigenia 
Boſpozk vour Tears : the was our kind Protectrels, 


A 7 wo 
Aint in an hour he (125 — 

Erivh, No, Doris, ſhell not digo——o—— 
Doit thou belic Ve Achille es wept in vain ? 


is Love zrd Courage will ly buried 


Minkett _— un his 
In thametui Unconce; ”y - No. hell prevent 
Alli her cating] angers : Thou halt find _ 
The angry God's proncaunc'd this Oracle 
To raite her Glory, aggravate my Woes, 
And make her {tilithe deareFto her Lover. 

Nor, What Reaſons, Madam, can breed this Suſpicion * 


Eriph, Dot thou not ſes 
tow all endeavour to prevent the Blow 2 
ie fatal Semtence 1s {till kept a Secret ; 
' all things be ready at the Altar, 
the inted with the Victim. 
Does not thi is ſilence ipeak a wavering Father: 
What c2n lie do 2 What Heart of flint or {tce?k 
Could e're refit tht Aillzults he muſt encounter ? 
The Rige nA Fury of an incens'd Wife ; 


\nd tho 
he C amp is unacc 


* Sow &©4 % 
i Pugh Sighs and | Cars , the deep Deſpai: 
F; \ | \S ci11 » y ii, 1d N *x-5 bak [brupple S3 
{eniless throatning ! NO, , (15 11 vain 
[he God's yronounc'd her Doom,-tor ſhe ſhall live 
. I 1 % * > £y * F pryr% 42. 
» #» , ww , \ C2 Y% 


Achilles or Iphigenia in Aulis, 


Dor. Madam, what do you mean 2? 
Er:0b. Why dont I follow 
The angry Dict:tes of my jealous Mind 2 
And publiſh to the Camp the fatal Senten-e, 
The Oracle: pronounc'd, and how by impious Silence 
They ſtrive to make it void, and favethe Vidim 
The God's demand 
Dor. Oh ! What a wild Deſign / 
Er:iph, Oh | What excels of Joy! 
What Altars would the Tro;ans raile to me, 
if vindicating my Captivity, 
I ſow'd Diſſention through the Grecian Camp, 
And arm'd Achilles againſt Agamemmon | 
If I could make chem lay alide their Quarrel 
Gainſt Trey, and turn their Arms *againſt themſelves 
If my malicious Whiſpers could deſtroy 
The Grecian Army, and ſecure my Country | 
Dor, Madam, 1 hear a noiſe——— Tis C/ztemneſtra: 
Compole your (elf, or elſe avoid her Preſence. 
Eriph, Let's in: And to prevent this hated Marriage, 
I! ule all means The Gods allow my Paflion. 
{ Exewnt Eriphile, Doris. 


Enter Clytemneſtre, gina. 


Cl;t. Thou feeſt, «£gma, T muſt fly my Daughter : 
So far ſhe is from ſhedding any Tears, 
Or trembling for her Life, chat ſhe excuſes 
Her cruel Father, and would have my Grief 
Reſpe& the Hand that ſtrikes the cruel Blow. 
Oh! Conſtancy | Oh! Reverence | Oh | Love 
Yetto reward all theſe, my Savage Husband 
Complains of her Delay. Il here expe him : 
For, ſure, hell come 1 expoſtulate with me 
The reaſon of her ſtay. But he appears: 
Be huſhe my Paſtion; let me try how far 
He can dilicmble his baſe Artifice. 


— 


Eu: Agamemnon, 


Apam Malain, what do you mean? How comes this F.: 
Don't off:r !rh1g-nia ro my fight 2 
L fent {rc ro domand her from Y Olimar 
Whete have you lift het fon mw. | 


os Achilles, or Iphigenta in Avlis. 


$70 * + { © @' 4 6 I - "> . ; TE . + 4 v o 
\ a, ST]  fFoiwt » [ t. yO S © \ : , . # » " $4 

| Y alt? 2 | 300 * 
++ ? £ IK&CC & \ _ ! 

” ' 4 0 


To ON0W CY C1 © . L 4 
Cl;t, Ny Lord, if ſhe mull £5, 
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Cyr. 195 vCyou t aken Care ci 
—_ Ca:ch 1s 1s rean\ * th Altar 15  preparl. 
a c done all my Duty bid me do. 
/zt. My Lord, you tell me nothing of the Victim 2? 
pam Madam : 
V/kat means this jealous care ? 


Enter Iphigenia. 


Cl;t, Come, Daughter, Come ; they only wait for you ! 
Be thanktul:o a kind, a loving Father, 

Who will himfelt conduc you to the Altar. 

Agar; What do Ice! What means my Wive's dilcourke ? 
Daughter, you Weep, and look with downcalt Eyes: 
What's this Ditorder ? 

Bur beth the Daughter and the Mother weep. 
ON! zrcoas | Vm betray'd, — 

Iphg: Fath Cr, he not alarm'd : Yeu're not not betray'd : 
Commind anu Fil obey; my Lite is Yours, 

Y ou may :etake it without Artifice, 

Wich ti at « contented and fubmithve Heart, 
With which I did accept a promis'd Husband, 
It | mult needs ſubmit to Heaven's Decree, 
I'i! prove an innocertt Victim, and reſpet 

the Blow you order ; with all due obedience 
{ii {pill that Flood, 1 have receiv'd from you. 

fray. Oh! dutitul Reſp:zA! Ob! wondrous Love . 

I>4:g. £ it this Reverence, this kumble Love 
Seem to d-:lerve a better Recompenl: ; 

It you Can pity a tond Mother's Griet, 


My Loid. 1 Gare to lay, that as I am 
Surrounded with bright tlonour; 1 could bg 
A mider Fate, and that the decals Go" 
Would. not Cut « 4 my Lile ſo near its ax. 
"Fis 1 ffi: call ou by he Nathe of Fathcr ; 
——= + :t {i tt, cadearing Name 
| 7 that Name to ot you thant'd the God” 
Lis Em3ce your Delight J with MC Vou igarnt 
A bs Ma! ly, Nd not Giidatil 


[ Aide 


F Weep 1, 


- — WiC 


Achilles, cr Iphigenia in Aulis, 31 


eames With fond Ca cites to rilume the Father, 
Alas | With how $ erperneſs and Joy, 
I loy d to hear the INatfes ol all thoſe Countrics 
You went to Conquer? My pefaging Hopes 
Began Or anticipate the wilh J-for News 
Ot 7roy's Deſtruction, and prepar'd a Feaſt 
To g ace your Tiiumph. Little did I think, 
That io obtain your Victory, my Blood 
Muſt f(t be fpiil'd by you, — 
Agam. Ot She'll un-man me with her tender Word: * 
Ipbiy Nat that the horror of the chreatning Blow 
Makes me remind You of your former Kindneſs, 
Fear not : My Heart it1)] caretul of your Fame, 
Shall nee expole, my Father to a Blufh, 
Ard had my Life alone been my Concern, 
My graceful Fhoughts had been conceald for ever 
Within my dutious Breaſt. But, Sir, you know 
Thar on my wretched Fate a tender Mother, 
And a tond Lover fix'd their Happineſs. 
A'King whole worth you own, look: on this Day 
To light the Torch of our illeftrious Hymen ; 
Sure of a Heart, you gave me leav* co promile, 
To his undoubred Lpve, he thought himfelt 
The happieſt of Mankind : —- But fnce he knows 
Your fatal pnrpoſe, judge of his Alarms 
You ſee my Mother's woe, pardon, dear Father, 
My weak endeavours to p event their Tears, . [ Feeds, 
fgam. Daughter, is but too true : The angry God's 
Demand a Vicim, for what Crime, 1 k10w not ; 
But you are nam'd. A cruel Oracle 
Commands that you ſhall blee.———— 
: To ſave your precious Lite from ite biack Door, 
My Love prevented your eiJeaiing Prayers. 
\x wave to tell you how long | withitoad : 
Believe that Love which you juit now actefted, 
This very Night | did recal the O:der, 
Whi@h they hetore had wreited trom my Hand, 
I ſaciific'd to you the cauſe of Greece, 
My Ambition, my Safety, nay, ay Honour, 
Arcas Was {cit to keep vou from the Cumny, 
But the Go::'s would not tuffer he ſhould 2er you. 
They baffled my Efforres. Oh! Wrerched Father, 
Whb vainly ©trove to card, what they poriue ? 


Z 4 V $% 4% + ws # 4 =P p Fu + © * 
Frail not my unſettled teeble Power : 


FEY CLE 


: ©2764, th RR. v2. 2688 
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{ By holy Zzal, and [uccrin | " 
Laughter, your hour 1: £0; you mul? yield. 
» But, even in Death, rega!o your 1.gt Dees 
Ang mind a Counſel wich 1 icaict cr toilow-s 


Since the {ad Blow that Itiikes v» our tear thall fink 
Deeper in mine ; yer, let your Conſlancy, 
Approve your Birth, and make the Gods atham'd 
O! their black Sentence. Go—Let all the Grecrays 


: FREY 


\ Know by your Courage, 'tis my Blood they ſpill. - 
Clt. No: Do you not bely your fatal Race : 
| 'Tis plain you ſpring from Atrews and | byeſtes. 
Butcher to your own Daughter, to compleat 
| Y our natural Cruelty, you only want 
To entertain me with the gaſtly Feaſt 


Of all her ſlaughter'd Limbs. Oh | Batbarian ! 
| I; this th' auſpicious Sacrifice your care 
A Prepar'd with ſo much Art and Secrecy ? 
How could your Hand fubfcribe the black Decree, 
And not be ſtopt by th' horror of the Deed? : 
Agam. Oh ! Wretched Father! » _Iheeps. 
Clyr. Force not betore usa diſlembling Woe; 
Nor think your Tearscan prove your Tenderneſs. 
Wha: Fights are thoſe you fought in her Defence ? 
What Floods of Blood were (pill'd to ſave her Lite ? 
Where's the wild Havock that ſpeaks your Reſiſtance 2 
What Heaps of Slain can ſilence my Complaints 2? 
1 heſe Savage Man, theſe are the Witneſſes, 
By which your Love ſhould ſhew your juſt Concern, 
For Iphigenia s Life. ; 
Agam. \iadam, the God's muſt be obey'd : 
A fatal Oracle pronounc'd her Doom. 
Chr. Have not all Oracles a dubious meaning ? 
Are the jult God's fo pleas'd with murderous Deeds | 
That innocence muſt bleed ? It Hellews Crime 
Mult be aton'd for in her Family, - 
I er then. H:rm ine be ferck'd irom Sparta, 
She's ber uwn Daughter : Let fond Menelarss 
With bis own, Blood redeem his guilty Wite. 
But what blind Fury !eads you to the Altar, 
To cxpiatz her Crime, an be his Victim ? 
Why multd rend and tear a Mother's Brealt, 
; And py 14; Fondnels with my deareſt Blood 7 
Nay, 


Achilles, or Iphigenia in Aulis. 


Nay, is this Author of ſo many Jars, 
This great Diſturber oiwthe Eaſt and Iſt, 
A worthy Prize to crown your warlike Toils ? 
How often have we bluſh'd at her Diſgrace ? 
Betore your Brother by a fatal Tie 
Maile her his Conſort, had not Theſeus dared 
To tleal her trom her Father 2 Does not Calchas 
Ailure us that from their clandeſtine Match 
A Piincels ſprung, who ſtill is left unknown ? 

Agam. Oh ' Cruel Honour ! 
Un'o.una:e A'liance ! 

Clyt, But, no : A Brether's Love, his injur'd Honour, 
Are tlis leait Cares that trouble your Repole. 
Your Thirſt of Empire, nothing can allay ; 
Your haughty Pride of having twenty Kings 
Attend and fear You : The ſupreme Command 
Loaug'd in your Perſon, theſe, Oh ! Wild Barbarian, 
Thele are the Gods to whom you Sacrifice ; 
And careleſs ot the Blow, your Unconcern 
Courts the Applauſe of the affrighted Greeks. 
Too j?*alous of your fatal envied Power, 
You're glad to purchaſe it with your own Blood : 
And by fo dear a Price deterr the Boldneſs 
Ot your Competitors.—-[s this to be a Father ? 
Oh ! I grow mad— —This cruel Treachery 
Hucries my Sentes into wild DiſtraQion. 
A Prieſt, furrounded by a barbarous Crowd, 
Shall lay his Murdesing hand upon my Daughter , 
Shall Tear her Bulom, and with cruel Eyes 
Conſult her panting Breaſt 
Whileſt I who brought her to the Camp in Triiump!), 
Mu't return home, dilconfolate and attended 
With black Deſpair : 1 muſt behold the Way _ 
| * Still fragrant with the Flowers ſtrew'd on her P4ilage 
Noz no ; It ſhan'c be ſaid I brought her here. 
To be thus butcher'd, it with the ſain2 Blow 
You otter nota double Sactitice. 
No Tears, No Duty ſhall ere part me from her, 
Unlels you tear her from my Slaughter'd hands. 
Barharous Husband, no leſs barbarous Father, 
Come, if you dare, and wreſit her trom her Nitto: 
Daughter, go in : At leaſt this time for' all 
Filbe obcy d 
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Achilles, or iphigenia in Aulis. 


A La NMemnocn Sol us. 
Theſe are the furious Clamows I expected : 
T1::{e are the lou 1 Complainis I fzar'd to hear. 
Yet, i my wavering and diitrated Mind, 
Feai'd no! "ing but their Cries, I'd not regard them, 
Alias' Wiry did the Gocs impoſe upon me 
5G rigid 4 © Sante: yet, leave me {tall | 


A Faiter's Heart * 


os hn 


* 


-1:-:1 My Tord, a ſtrange Report tas reach'd my F ar: 
©: both our Sakes I with it may be falle, 


| 
| 
is f i, and wit h jult hocror I repeat it, 
T hiar 1p6:gemra | by your Command | 
Expires thi day ; that having filenc'd Nature, | 
An ! 4!l the DiQtares of Humanity, | 
With vour own hand vou give her tothe Prieſt *; 
T hat "(is wy Nanic that brings her to the Altar; | 
That vcu 141374 Ic 
Theſe Nuptial> to 2mule us; and to make me | | 
Che thametul In!t nwnent of this black Murder. | 


What {1y you tor, iy Lord 2 What mult I think on't / 

.ipam. My Lord, | | 
| never. give account ot what I do : | 
My Daugh ter's unacquainted with my Will , 
But when I think it proper to inform her, 

You then may learn her Fate: Il] pive the Camp , | 

My <overei; 2n Orders, 

fiebil ' Too wel! 1 know what cruel Fate attends her. 

C270. Then why d' ye ak * | 

. V/hy I do A5k 2 Ye Gods | Ist poſſible, | 
at be 2 can dzre tPayow fo black a Deed? 
ink you I will approve your wild Detign ? 
30K you my pligl ed Faith, my Love, my Honour, 
1:1 £78 content to let your Daughter bleed 2 $ 
/Agam. But you, who dare to ſpeak with threatning V oics, 
Have you forgot who 'tis you ask ſuch Queſtions ? | 

chi. ans have you, Sir, 
torgot who 'tis | Love 2 Whom you aftcont ? . | 
£gam. Whobids you be concern'd about my Family : | 
Mayr't 1 diſpoſe of Iphigenia 
Unleſs you be conſenting 7 Am I not 
Her Pat te1 fil 7 Is She yeur Wite 2 Mayn't ſhe —-- | 
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Act alles, or Iphigerna wn Aylis. - 


Achil. No—— he's yours no more———2—— 
I'm not to be amus'd with trivolous Hopes : 
You {wore ſhe ſhould be mine ; and theretore. Stir, 
As | 00g as I have blood within my Veins, 
L will maintain thoſe Rights your 'Promite 2ave. 
Bt, Sir, was'e not for me ſhe came to Aw! ? 
cgam, Expoltulate with the Gods, "tis they demand her 
-cule the Yrielt, Uly/7es, AMcnelaus. 
\c-cufe the Camp ; nay, farlt accuſe your Self. 
| bil. Ms ! 
/igam. Yes, you : Whogreedy of the Eon Conqueſt 
Qaarrel each day with Neprure and the Winds 
\ ou who offended at my juſt Alarms, 
Have ſpread your eager Fury through the Carr 
My tender Heart had tcund a way to fave i1e: 
But Troy is ai! you Wiſh, all you demand 
i opt the Race which you defird] to run; 
Her Death will fet it _ Go Jepare, 
Achii, Hell-Furies! Can I hear and bear all tt: 
| {-'t thus you aggravate your Petjury 
| #ith baſe Aﬀeronts? What! DidI e're deli 
T' obtain a Wind with Hhigenia's Blood 7 
Vhat great Concern makes me repair to Try» 7 
| For wham do 1 negle& my Parent Goddets, 
Ard my diſ{confolate Father's fond Advice 2 
| Why do I court that Death the Oracle 
Focetold their Son ? What Wrong: are thoſe I fuffei'd - 
| Was C re a Troan Fl 2:t fo bold to dare 
| Make a Deſcent on my The//alian Shore © 
Did e're a Raviſher come to Lert{/s 
| To itcal away my Sitter or my Wile 2 
What lofs have 1 fultain'd 2 Be not for yOu, 
Barbarian as you are, | fly to Trey 
ror yOu, Whom Linvtied with Command 
Ore ali the Greezan Princes and my felt. 
COr you, wW hom I reveng'd in flaming Le: 
Belore your gat er dF arces met in Anz; 
But what pie\ ailing Motive call'd us hither 
| Was it not Fratefiore 2 raviſh'd Wile 
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Coy 


——— nr — —— 


To Menc/axs 5 Then who can think I w1l! 
Be wanting to my fc't, and tameiy yield 


+ I 
| 
Che Bride [ Love 1 1s tru Yeu Brothe: faltzi'd 


A bale Attront : burthen has he alone 
| A Right ro reno? hi VWiongs 7 I ron will vindicate 
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26 Achilles, or Iphigenia in Autis. 


2< 

My iniuwred honour—— —T love your Daughter : 

She only has my Vows ; To her I promis'd 

My Ships, my Soldiers, nothing to your Brother, 
et bir Im purſue his Wite, and ſeek a Triumph 

The Gui: kave promis'd to my Blood alone. 

What's 1, we Par, Priamms tO me 7 

F 5anly 25k TER. 


Rita Ce he id Z2 lor which 11] quit this Shore, 
ain) {ity to Tro 2, 
'? & th Cn, Th f: om hence : Return fo The [ aly 


! (12422 you trom your ſolemn Vows, 

COchors will e (1 bmithve © my Power, 
Lorept -L pe which to you were prom1s'd 
And ! 12 Deſtiny by gloriGus Deeds. 


V. ill pt idly mee: ihr Death before the Walls 
O7 ;wvin'd Troy. 1 326 ah your Contempr. 
How Coat | bought your haughty, proud Afhitance 
'y your infulting Speech it ſeems you ar2 
The Arbiter of Gre zce, and that I bear | 
An empty Title. To your boali'd Valou; A 
Ail muſt (ubmit; All toilow your Command. 
A kindneſs when reproach'd becomes a Wrong : 
| a:k leſs Valour, but more Obedience. 
Aways | cancel all our former Ties, 
Regardleſs of your Friendſhip, or your Hatred. 
Actil. Thank that one Tie that holds my boiling Paflion : 
[ ſtill reſpect my Iphigemia's Father, 
But wer © not tor that Name, perhaps the Chief 
Ot Twenty Kings had dar'd me once for all. 
One Word and | have done : But mark me well. 
Your Daughter and my Honour ly at ſtake : 
[ will detend them both ; And if you'd reach 


The Heart you aim to ſtrike, This is the way [ Points to his Breaſe. 


Through which your Blow mult pals. 

| [ Ex: Achilles 

Agar. And this ſhall make her Sentence paſt recal : 

My Daughter was more dreadtul by her Selt. 
Thy haughty Love, that thinks to make me tremble, 
Anticipatesthe Blow, thou meanſt to ward. 
No more Debates 
lt is refolv'd 1] dare his Infolence : 
My injur'd Honour ſummons a!l my Reaſon, 
And his proud Thgeats determine the Conteſt, 
'T wixt Nature ade Gods. for now my Pity 
V ould look like Fear Guards 
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Achilles, or Iphigema in "0" 37 


- 


Ester Eurybates, Guards, 


Euryo, My Lotd. 

Azam. What am I doing 
How can I give the bloody, raſh Command? 
Barbarous Man . 
What Fight doeſt thou Prepare 2 What hated Foe, 
Art thou expoſing to their Violence * 
A Mother waits me ; An undaunted Mother, 
Who will detend her (gainſt a murdering Father, 
T ſhall behold my Men leſs cruel than my felt, 
Reſpe&t my Daughter guarded by their Queen. 
"Tis true Achilles threatens and contemns me : 
But fti!l mv Daughter's conſtant to her Duty ; 
ohe neither flies the Altar, nor declines 
With murmuring Diſcontent the Blow I give. 


_ What means my horrid, facrilegious Zeal ? 


What Vows can I addreſs for ſuc't a Viim-? 

A glorious Harveſt waits me : Fut what Laurel; 
Can pleaſe, when ſtain'd by Iphigenia's Blood ? 

I will appeaſe the angry Gods :; But, oh! 

What Gods, can be more cruel to me, than I am to my 3#lt ? 
No: twill not be. 1 yield to Love, co Nature: 
I'!} not Sluſh at my Pity, ſhe ſhall live. 

But what! Am I 

Regardiels of my Fame? Muſt proud Acvilie, 
Carry the Day, and think 1 fear'd his Threats < 
V/hat frivolous care diſturbs my anxious Mind ' 
He loves my Daughter : 


She'll make another bleſt,———Ewurbate; 
Call hither Chremneftra and the Princels: 
Telithem they need not fear, —— —— 
{ Ext Eurybates 
Almighty Powers ' . 


If your immortal Hatred perſeyercs 

To wic't her from my Hartds, what can weak Mortals do, 
| know my Love deſtroys what I would iave ; 

Yetiuch a Victim does at leaſt deſerve 

A contirmation of your rigorous Laws, 

And that you ſhonk] demand it once again, 


& nes 


———— —_— _ —_—_ —_ OS I ne. ooo 
= — * — 


b-4 FAY 2 — I 3 *1 
k IV '7 Sitrad, "2 
| x 3 | 
” $ ' s 4 Ls XL 4 


* $ - $4 4 "* UG SL * 2» 
| 4 =” 11 COM Chi: Piac? 


£431 # 
% [ 
1 * IE YOu; Gatti [ 
' bs * SURIGs Sao oes «oc ad 
s | V DS 5 fu NY" aVif _—_— % C =—F + & of 4 


Fr 
A 
Cc; 
CS 
TY 


By A 1g!l attend you ;; I 
Ft: happy Raſtinels.” Secrecy anc Speed 
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Hin erto been fhient 3 ang chereiore 
Taiz tc theyre not acquainted with your Fling. 
| liter, that tie Camp may this 


LS & id ws v 1 LE ow 4 13k wo 
! keep hier here, and ſend you back alone. 


(Go, Fly cooocooccms 

And may the Gods contented with my Teats, 
Spare me the hight of Ipriroma 

JH lone ! C IC —— — Guards z 4 ttend ne (0::28n 
C:i;:, Oh ' Busband 5 - 
| w Oh; Fathei ; | 
»;m. Once more, avoid th? impatient, ba:baious P:ig 
'e, fly kence—— To tavour your Licape 


ee ——— ————  —— — — — — 
—_ — 


z % 2 # $4 4 . V . % "_ 
|; ind ſome Realons to make him tulpend, 
E i2tal >aGiihce mn the next fav. 


[ Exeunt all out Enpins, O01: 


56. On! I yield at oalt 
| 1-6) the Power of Jeaiouly and Love 
46 « Tendernets fills me with [322 
s 70{uiven, Iii bereveng's or tall, 


GOM?, O the Prieſt I will diſcover all | 
(Exeunt Friphile, Doris 


The F N D of the Fourth 4 ET. 


ACT 


Achilles, or Iphigenia #7 Aulis 


ACT * 
SCENE I. 


Enter Iphigenia, gina holding ber 


| <8 oma, cealz to ſtop me : Go, return 
To my abandon'd Mother : Th' angry God: 
Mult be appeas'd , f2e how they are provok'd 
By our Lftorts to rob them of their Victim, 
Behold what Storm is gathering thick around us ; 
Conſider to what State the Quzen's reducd ; 
See how the iurious Camp prevents our Flight 3 
How witi bold Infolence their pointed Spears 
vOp up our Paſlage 
:A.gim. Dear Madam, ſtay : 
Don't run to certain Ruin. 
[pbig. All hopes are-vaniſh'd : 
Our Guards repulsd : My Motker in a Swoon } 
O: ! Why ſhould I expoſe her any more? 
Or wait her feeble help in vain 2 No, rather * 
[et me tiy trom ker, whileft her troubled Septe: 
Will fufte- me to meet my cruel Fate. 
See, fee how all confpices for my undoing, 
tor even my Father when he bids me Live, 
Commands my Death. 
eA'pm, He, Madam ? How! 
'pbig. Achilles, | luppole, oftended him, 
Teo eager to defend his injur'd Love. 
Yet, as he hates him, IT mult hate him toc 
\y Heart mult otter up this Sacrifice, 
Tais horrid. cruel, Sacrifice of Love 
RKreas declar'd to me iy Fatier's Will 
He orders I ſhall never {peak to him, 
e/Agm. Oh | Cruel Father . 
lpbig. Oh ' Fatal Doom ' Oh ! Rigorous Dec: s? 
I be milder Gods demanded but my Lite ; 
Then let's cizey | Lets dis >= What do I ice * 
Heaven ! 'Tis Ac;.;; 
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40 Achilles, or Iphigenia #2 Aulis, 


A '; Come, Madan, follow me: Fear not the Tnmulec 
Ot that weak'crowd titat preties round ith5 Tent. 
7 Oo but app-:ar: Youllles this yh] 
Ni':c daic to ſtand the tiercencl of my Bicw, 
But open of themſelves ro ict yu Pals. 
Aly Friend PatrccJes, wich toms other Captains 
{that tollow my Commancy, ty to your SUCCOUT 
With all the Choice oi my The; i/1an Troops, 
The refit atiembled near my Tent will offer 
I 1 i1mpenztrable Buiwark of their Ranks. 
Behind this the'ter you may bid defiance 
To all your Pertzcutors : Let who ths 
Apptoach Aci:/les's Tent. But, Madam, is't thus 
Y ou {econd my Ettorts * And anfwer me | 
Only with Tears? You try their tgeble Succour . 
Betore your Father, yet 'twas all in vain. 
Io/i7 My Lord, too wellIl know it, and therefore 
| have no hopes but from my certain Dea: 
b1/, Oh | Name not Death: Contider by what Tie 
You're join'd to me : Conhider all my Blits 
WS on you. 
17, No, No: The Gods did ne're imeng 
To fix your Blils oy my unhappy Days 
Our I ove deceiv'd us : Tis by Heaven decreed 
ly {pe-dy Death ſhall cauie your Happinebs. 
iy I ord, contider what a Crop of Glory 
\ ict ry preſents to crown your warlike Toils. 
Yet a! on = 1s of Honour will prove barrer, | 
N} led with my fatal Blood. 


Y \ 21 my Bacher {trove t'cvade the Sentence 
© Ca.ct.s had pronc ncd : Th' immorta! God: 

L, udly dec! arc their Wi 11 by the whole Camp 
Combin'd for my 01.00 Jig. — 

FX.# k 4 p 
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5 W:1} encounter tne Wiioie Camp, 

Ard 1ilence their loud Threats. 

<7 4 \%£ [ rd, 
[cc my Tife deprive you of your Honours ; 
Niadt the Oracie; Go, Signaize 


tleroe prom to ns Country, 
1Grict vy 341 To C :- de. wh ny "#14 
Now 


Achilles, or Iphigema wm Atulis, FS! 


Now Pr;mus turns Pale : Now Treg alarm d 
Does fzar my funeral Pilz, and dreads your Tears, 
Lay waſte th: hated Cry : Leave my Death 

To be lamen:ied by the Ir in Widows 

[ dis contented with theſe pleating Hop C5, 

That if my cruel Stars do EL permit, 

I {hould live happy with my dear Achilles, 

Yet Aﬀeer-Ages will record my Name 

With your immortal Deeds, and that my Dea'h, 
The Spring of your tam'd Actions, will b{gin 


| The wondrous Story.—-—-— 
|  _ Farewel, my Prince: Ble{t Otl fpring of the God; 
\ Farcw el. 


Achii, No, no : You ſhallnnt take your fatal leave : 
In vain your cruel .nd 32 (wading Arts, 
Slily endeavour to deceive my Love, 

And ſerve your barba:ous, inhumane t ath 
In vain you're obttinate to your undoing, 
And ſtrive to make my Honour an Accomplice ; 
That Crop of glorious Laurels, that Renuw 
I find them all in ſaving what I Love. 
Who, for the future, would court my Afiti)an 
It I could not ſecure my promis'd Bride ? 
My Love, my Honour, both hid you thould livc 
| Madam, obey their Cal}, and follow me. 
Iobig. What! Sir, rebel againſt my Father 
And fo deſerve that Death you bid ms ſhun ' 
What muſt become of my Reſpect, my D:ty ? 
Acivii, Dilcharge them both in following a [1::b2:19 
Your Father has approv'd. In vain he ſtrives 
| To rob me of that Title; Il nere 1..tter 
The Violation of his ſo! ewn Promite. 
Madam, your Sell, whom rigid qe aws, 
Did not you own him as your Father, when 
He gave You to me? Do you only ho ow 
His fove ereign Wil! when ceaſing to {2 F, 
He Murders his ow:; Jauphte: : 
Bur, Madam.we v ite 1 Pime, and my 11't | | > SEL 
I8b;g. What! My Lord, would you for Br) 
And hurried ly your terce and impicus Palit 
Compleat my crc! Wors 5 How Cag you b. 
Leſs ter.derof my tionour thin my Lits 
Alas! "Y I -:d, ſpare [8% :pirie t 
Sp: 2 my Atttiction | Nave tk 
That cla 2us Law I ovgticto is 
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Achilles, or Iphigenia ia Avlis. 
16:1 v<.2n to hear you ſocak : Let not 

roof Vi oocy go avy tugiher 
g with thi: fond JI tall a Saciiiice, 

11Y WW; « 21 Dry, Nc. t:ce My ſeif 

. ind and (.2-rous Aiultance 

| have done: Go,.c:el Fir, Q 

Nah you Court: Reljun to Caius 
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Lxit Achilles abruptly 
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Would ji:1ret —_ 2 the S'orm with du MIC LOUrIge | 
Madam, __ un he do? What \ alour could dit [C4 
Iu Mutt id2 oft Foes that will furround kim. 

Then let ti:2m come and prove tlicic 1n15imws 7 2 
On "3 hag me : Let their tind Fury take 
The weak Remaider ot my wretcher Lite. 
Death, Death alone is able to unclaſp 
My gratpinf 3 Hands from 1, 21gen: a, 
My Soul (hall firſt be fevor'd from wy Body 
Than I trom my dear Daughte: 


\29 


[po!g, ON! Madam ' What cruel $:: 
Thar inau; LIPIC! 1s Day when you broug!:: | 

Tit unh2ppy CO oct of your tender Lovz 

Alas ! ww, Ee cn your weak Efforts periorn 
Abancon 4 as we are 5 You mult encounte 

Bo:h Gus and Men coniederate to uno 

Meczt nc nhe R 182 of a fierce Mulriry 

Let not your Fongnefs lead you to tlie ( 

Againit ; Husband's Orders, and alon: 

Strive not its Vain to ſave me—— 

Don't aggravate my Woes wich ti:e {24 \ ie 

Oi a dear Mother baſely dragg'd along 

By a licentious Band of turious Soldiers 

Go =—let the Greeks appealz the angry G<0 
And leave tor ever this deteſtes) >hore, 

Fly trom the light of thoſe devouring Flam: + 
Which would opprels your render Heart with 0: 
While they conlume your Guiltlels Daughter 
And, as you love me with Maternal Fon:ine!-. 

I beg you ne'c reproach my Father with mv C- att). 

Clyt. What ! Not reproach the wild Barharian, 
Who leads his Daughter to a Murdering Priclt 

Iobig. Madam, Conſider 
All he has done to fave me, and prevent 
Your cruel Woe. 

Chzt., Oh! By what Treachery 
The hurbarous Man deceiv'd mc ! 

Iobzy. Madam, He but retigns me to the Gods 
That gave me to him : Yer Death takes nut trom you 
1he only off ſpring of your nuptial Jos, 
10vr mutual I oves have. {lll anvhe:; | ogg 
{ Voung Oreſtes : May he prove |-'s tral 
io bis dear Mother, chan hits wretclicd Sitter 
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Sas . 


Achilles, or Tphigenia mm Aulis. 


2 ih» Voice of an impatient Peopie. | *brutings within. 


an our Conſtancy ; ; Pray, 1.t me pr—-— 


MN. v to M \ f,fh F- a1 ro { Ciytemneſtra faint, 
Arcat. i eat D 111C Altar. 


[ Exunt Tphigenia, Arcas. 
ter? Where's my Datph.ter ? | R:covermep. 
1 


No, 00, You ſhall not go alone—— -----—- 
{ f am ? Pe Ae. | Guards ſtep hr Paſſage. 
\ L! CACNTT s Villains let mc p') : 
ty your ] ro ot Blood in re. 
"in. Midam, What would yuu do? Where woild | Fiding wer 
I run * 
C17 Alas! My Spirits waſte in Fruitlels ſtruggles : 
i 1v)aple into that fern Lilo i der, 

| had {Crrce recon ad ——Mu?t I live 

SS, - 2 tiguland Deaths! 
t be tt: at ereache, os, inhumane Serpent 
, | er cherilttd in her tcientty Bolom. 
who jeal: us uiy 
/ Y ,29he ro Calcbasand i! & amp 
r, ( Mon'ter, whom 7:/i2hone brought forth ! 

, KnGM Bell convey 'd inte our Boſoms ! 
NM f Envy, jealoutte anc Rape. 
What! Shai hon live ! Muſt thy black Tieachery 
Re unpunt'h'd | But why itould my Griet 
Pn Us F 0p nc 
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Shaiit! 


TT (| w L424 Th TN e lee has & t dit ain'd 


mOCONT NN and. Ee not Fan 309” 7 PER 
'14:k Botro Mm oi the Watiy Dee 


>!1t t? ' ed, ITNC 's, WHO [73 th CY fo long accusd, 


[tne7S1nNt th 1C1T TO T. ne of ail n. Gt deltroy 


Th 05H \Y Flee 9 


Anc Thou, immortal S$un, who on this Shore 
Beto!d;t the Son and Ieic of bloody Airc 
\ Who diſdain'd to lighe the bara ous Fe 
(t tis inhumange Father, now V ::horiw 

. 211! thing not on thi- {Gn pious D-ed, 
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x, Oh, ! Heaven! Oh! Exh | Oli. Wretched Mothes ! 


. % . ! —W' A 
i*a} Garlands 1] php « 2:4cCrownd, 
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2:e Victim, waitethic > Cruel Anite 


er bather has prepard ; the mr: dercs Prieft 
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Achitles, or Iphigenta zx Aults, 


The E100) you (pill derives rom mighty Jove— 

—_— ; A 4 \ 

TiIOU wy {old | Ras off 2115 her {1} 
FE, xeunt " 7; 


I bile a Symohony & playing an Altar # rauu'd near the Sea Shoy, 


E»:ter King Agamemnon weeping ; Menelaus, Ne: or, Ulyiles, 
Arcas, &c. 

Calchas the High Pricf ; Iphigenia berweien tus 7 
Eriphile, Doris. 


| 4 CHORUS of PRIESTS 
The INVOCATION «© Di 4X4 
t 


H | Diana | Ihboſe dread Eye 
4 Delight in humane Sacrifice 
Ob! Diana! Ceaſe ro frown 
find with gentle Smiles look down, 
Bite with fowry Wreaths we thus fair Vittun cr0/%, 
CHoius. Crown, Crown, the Vittim Crown 

That bleeds for bright Renown ; 
a And on ber Virgm brad 
The pure Libation ſhed, 
Lube thee to c ae Diana bery mnenlurtitr ead. 


Ii 


Guardian of each Hill and Grove, 
find ucen of the preat Gods abr 
Fill, 6h! Fill with profperons Gate 
Our /freading Sails ;; 
And to the Pry g1an Co 21't 
Cemvey tbe Girecian [75 
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49 
Coe, © the Flee: now b # with I ar, 
F'rs ſwiftly ro the Tropn Shoar 
1!nk! Hark! Now th: oloriores Dan's | Fun, 
4 Now, now the Drums rattle, 7 
/ind Al around, / 
1h» Lud Iruwmrers vi und, ( 
/ind Clang lovs rebound, 
| Oh ' The wild Farics of Batile | ) 
| if} | The Fiffory s won. | 
Chon {hey run, they run, they run : | 
| Io! VFicterra!! They all ſhout amain, 
Great Hector, preat Hector s [arm 
| 1i0ys won: Her [ofty Towers tumble ail, | 
| b *, (ce, how thy fall, 


lo' Vittoria; Viilors 
I.Lait Chorus, 
Now, now the Drums rattle, SCC. CCC. 


42.2114 a leading te be Sacrificd the Sun w Eclipsd \, Skriit 
iv > Subterransan Groans and Hewlings ; Thunder. 


Cab, What mean theſe Horrors ' 
The Sun witl.draws iis beamy Light 4 the Air 
fo ©.,.0 With hideous Skrieks, and gloomy ell 
e211; 14erce Groans and Subterranean Cries. 
Almntg y Jove him{(c!lt, with threatning Thunder, 
is Wrath ; ali Natureis in Pain, 
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ibil, Ol, \ Tranſports of Delight | Oh Rapturous NN 
Ny | ove is crown'd; The Winds begin to roar, 
And tl our ſpreading Sails z to Trg, tw Troy, 
To Victory and Faine. 
Calch, Let Altei-Apges learn from this great Diy, 
Tc reverence the Gods's ſupreme Decrecs :; 
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True Piety; and ſpotleſs Innocence. FR 
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